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1. 
Curse of the Caribbees 


“Tuenx’s one thing I will say for Mexican history,” 
said Frank Hardy as he put aside the book he had been 
reading, “‘it isn’t dull.” 

His brother Joe, working at a crossword puzzle, 
glanced up and grinned. 

“TI read that book. Very exciting. Especially those 
chapters about the bandits.” 

“They were daring all right,” agreed Frank. “Those 
fellows must have given the government a lot of 
trouble.” 

“No doubt about that. And a Mexican bandit must 
have seemed mighty romantic, too, But——” 

‘The ringing of the hall telephone interrupted Joe. 

“T’'ll answer it,” said Frank, He went into the hall 
and took up the receiver. 

“Is Fenton Hardy there?” asked a gruff voice. 

“I'm sorry. He’s out just now. Any message?” 

“This is Police Chief Collig speaking. Is that you, 
Frank?” 

The boy brightened. This sounded promising. Al- 
though a telephone call from the police was nothing un- 
usual in the Hardy home, since Mr Hardy was a private 
detective of international fame, the boys were sometimes 
called upon to lend a hand in their father’s absence, 

“Anything Joe and I can do, Chief?” 
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“Well, I'll tell you,” said Collig. “I’ve just had a 
message to go over to the City Hospital. The ambulance 
brought in a man who was found unconscious on the 
street.” 

“Why did you want Dad?” asked Frank, puzzled. 

“The fellow muttered your father’s name several 
times, so I thought he might be a friend.” 

“What's the man’s name?” 

“Don’t know,” returned the chief. “No identification 
of any kind. I hoped your Dad would recognize him.” 

“Suppose Joe and I go over to the hospital and have 
a look at the patient.” 

“Wait for me,” said Collig. “I'll pick you up.” 

Frank hurried to the living-room, explaining to Joe 
what had happened. “Come on,” he said excitedly to 
his brother. “‘This may turn out to be a false alarm; 
on the other hand, it may be interesting.” 

‘The boys were outside waiting when Chief Collig’s. 
official car swung round the comer and pulled up at 
the kerb, They climbed in. The big man, burly and 
gruff, grunted a word of greeting. 

“Nothing much to this business, most likely,” he said, 
“The man will probably wake up and tell us he’s John 
Smith from some place we never heard of. But if he 
shoulds't wake up, it might be difficult to find his rel- 
atives.” 

prec fees he! Bee Retr iets cee 
accident?” 

Collig shook his head. “Superintendent at beaten 
pital says it looks as if he was beaten and robbed.” 

When they reached the hospital, they were whisked 
to the fourth floor in a lift. A nurse met them in the 
corridor and beckoned the group to a small ward, where 
a young doctor was standing by a bed. 
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The individual they had come to see was dark com- 


" plexioned—a good-looking, black- haired man of about 
thirty. His eyes were closed. His head was bandaged. 


_ Frank and Joe scrutinized the unconscious patient. 


“Recognize him?” asked Chief Collig. 

‘The boys shook their heads. “Sorry, Chief, We've 
never seen him before,” they replied. 

The doctor said, “I think he’s Spanish.” 

“Looks like a foreigner all right,” agreed the chief. 
“But what makes you think he’s Spanish?” 

“He talked a little,” replied the young doctor. “Just 
babbling, of course. Sometimes in English with a Span- 
ish accent, and sometimes in Spanish.” 

“What did he talk about?” 

The doctor shrugged. “All I could make out—that 
is, all that made sense—were the words ‘Hardy’ and 
‘Elm’. That’s why I thought Fenton Hardy might know 
about him.” 

“We're Mr Hardy’s sons,” explained Frank. “We 
live on the corner of High Street and Elm Street, so 
perhaps Dad does know this man. You're sure he had 
nothing in his pockets that might identify him?” 

“His pockets were cleaned out,” declared the doctor. 
“He'd been badly beaten and probably robbed.” 

“Guess there’s nothing more we can do here,” said 


Chief Collig. “I’ve got my men searching the area where 


he was found. They may run across something.” 
“We'll ask Dad to come over and look at him as soon 
as he gets home,” Joe promised. 
‘The boys turned to leave. As they did so, the patient 


"in the bed stirred, His lips moved. They heard a hoarse 


r 


Wt spor tne watatgihla Theo clearly) 
the stranger muttered: 
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“The Curse of the Caribbees.” 

“I wonder what it means?” Joe said wonderingly.— 

“He said that once before, Just after he was brought 
in,” the doctor explained. 

‘The injured man did not speak again, although his 
head stirred restlessly. Soon the police officer and the 

left the room. 

“Ask your dad to run over and have a look at the 
man as soon as he comes home,” said the chief as he 
drove the boys back to Elm Street. “If we can discover 
his name, we'll have something to work on.” 

Both Frank and Joe were thoughtful when they clim- 
bed out of the car and went up the steps of their house. 

“The Curse of the Caribbees,” mused Frank. “Seems to 
me that this case is something more than a mere back 
street robbery.” 

They had little time to discuss the affair of the 
mysterious hospital patient, however, for their mother 
met them at the door with a telegram. 

“T’ve been looking all over for you,” she said. “Look! 
This just came. It was delayed.” 

Joe read the message aloud. 

“* ‘Arriving four o'clock train. Have boys meet me 
at station,’ ” 

“Aunt Gertrude!” yelped Frank, “And here it is 
ten minutes past four.” 

The message was indeed from their Aunt Gertrude, 

a hot-tempered and dictatorial lady who had a habit 
of dropping in at Bayport unexpectedly for long visits 
with her brother’s family. It would take plenty ofexplain- 
ing if she found no one to welcome her. 

“Oh, gosh, I hope the train is late!” said Frank, 
going out of the door. 

“Hurry!” urged Mrs Hardy. ‘You know what Aunt 
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"Gertrude like when things don't workout asshe plans 
em.” ¥ 
You're telling us!” laughed Joe as he raced down 
_ the steps after his brother. 
__ Mr Hardy had taken his car, and since the boys’ 
_ own car was laid up, they had to go down town by bus. 
_ But their hopes that the train might be late were doomed 
_ to disappointment, 
When they hurried into the waiting-room, the first 
_ person they saw was Aunt Gertrude. She was sitting 
"grimly on a bench, surrounded by luggage, beating an 
impatient tattoo on the floor with her umbrella. 

She was tall, a somewhat portly woman of uncertain 
years, with an eye that missed nothing. But behind her 

forbidding manner, the boys knew there was a warm 

_ heart, a good deal of affection, and even a certain 

_ amount of quiet humour. 

“Well!” barked the lady as her nephews approached. 

_ sheepishly, She brandished the umbrella, pointing it at 
the waiting-room clock. “Does that look like four 

- o'clock?” 

“We're awfully sorry, Aunty,” sdid Joe meekly, “but 

the fact is—” 

“The fact is I took the trouble to send a telegram ask- 
ing you to meet me at four o'clock, and here it is past 
four-thirty, The fact is, I’ve been left sitting here in this 
horrible waiting-room wondering what to do with my- 
self. 

“‘And the fact is,” continued Aunt Gertrude, bringing 

_ the umbrella down on the floor with an emphatic whack 
that made the boys jump, “‘the fact is, I’ve been robbed! 


— 


Chet‘s Buried Treasure 


“Rossep?” exclaimed Frank 

“You heard me, That's what I said. Robbed, It’s an 
outrage. I’m going to the police!” 

One thought quickly flashed through the minds of 
Frank and Joe. Was the person who had robbed their 
aunt the same one who had attacked the victim in the 
hospital? 

‘The boys though young, had a good bit of training 
in detective work under the guidance of their famous 
father. For years Fenton Hardy had been in the service 
of the New York City Police Department before estab- 
lishing his own practice as a private detective in Bayport, 

Here Frank and Joc had spent their boyhood, Frank, 
dark-haired and dark-eyed, was a year older than his 
blond brother. 

Their ambition was to become private detectives, 
and this ambition was backed up by ability, Success 
in their first case led to other cases, and at the present 
moment they wondered if Aunt Gertrude’s robbery 
story would prove to be another case for them, » 

“What did you lose?” Frank asked her, 

“J didn’t lose anything. On the train I changed a 
five-dollar bill when I bought some fruit,” 

“Did he short-change you?” Joe asked, 

“He gave me my exact change. I counted it, But now, 
now,” Aunt Gertrude's voice was shrill with indignation, 
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_ “I find that some of the money isn’t any good.” 

“Counterfeit?” gulped Joe incredulously. 

The idea that anyone could outwit his aunt in any 
money transaction was so fantastic that he could not 
believe it. 

“Bogus! Every single coin of it. Counterfeit money.” 
Aunt Gertrude dug into her huge bag and fished out 
‘several coins, “Look at them! I can’t imagine how I 
Tet myself be fooled like that.” 

To the boys, the coins looked authentic, If they were 
counterfeits, they certainly were very cleverly made, 

“Y’m going to report this to the police!” declared 
_ Aunt Gertrude firmly, “Nobody can swindle me of any 
_ money and get away with it.” 

At that moment an old man with dark glasses, who 
had been standing nearby evidently waiting for an out- 
going train, shuffled forward, 

“Did I hear you say you had some counterfeit money, 
lady?” he inquired in a cracked voice. 

“And what if I did?” demanded the woman, bristling. 

‘The stranger was not at all taken aback by Aunt 

_ Gertrude’s hostile attitude, however. 

“T’d like to buy ’em,” he said. “I’m a coin collector, 
Some bogus money would be a novelty,” He suggested 
a price, 

Aunt Gertrude snorted with indignation, She glared 
at the old man, 

“Think I don’t know it’s against the law to pass 

"counterfeit money?” she barked, “I could get about 
five years in prison for selling a bad coin,” 

“Oh, lady,” continued the old man in a wheedling 
voice, “I wouldn’t tell anyone, Come on.” 

“T'll neither sell you one nor give you one,” snapped 

_ Aunt Gertrude tartly. “I shall turn them over to my 
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brother Fenton Hardy. He’s a detective and he'll go 
after the men who made them.” 

The old man blinked through his spectacles and 
turned away hastily, He picked up his case and shuffled 
out of the waiting-room, 

“Come on!” said Aunt Gertrude to her nephews. 
“Let’s get out of here. Carry my cases, Call a taxi.” 

“How did you discover that the coins were counter- 
feit, Aunt Gertrude?” asked Joe curiously, when they 
_were seated in the cab, 

“P’ve handled enough of them in my time to know,” 
she retorted mysteriously. 

The Hardy boys were astonished. That any past 
chapter of their aunt’s life could have involved her 
with counterfeit money seemed highly unlikely, The 
boys wondered if she had some secret. She did not ex- 
plain farther, but changed the subject abruptly. Soon 
the taxi arrived in front of the Hardy house. 

There was always great excitement and confusion 
whenever Aunt Gertrude made her entrance, This time 
was no exception, She permitted herself to be kissed by 
Mrs Hardy, and then began firing out instructions. 

“Take my things upstairs... . You, Joe, what did 
you do with my handbag? ... Laura, where is Fenton? 
That man is never at home when I arrive.” 

Luckily, Fenton Hardy walked in the front door at 
that moment, He kissed his sister, and explained that 
he had returned home just a few moments after Frank. 
and Joe set out to meet her at the station, 

“Then why didn’t you stay at home? Don’t tell me 
you went down to the station too.” 

“No,” laughed the detective. “The boys had left a 
message asking me to go over to the City Hospital, so 
I thought I could get there and back before you came,” 
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“Did you see the mystery man?” asked Frank. 

“Is he one of your clients, Dad?” Joe’ inquired 
excitedly. 

Fenton Hardy shook his head. “Never saw him be- 
fore. He’s a total stranger to me,” 

“Then why did he mutter the words ‘Hardy’ and 
‘Elm’? ” asked Frank, mystified. 

“He may have been on his way here to consult me. 
‘We'll have to wait until he’s regained consciousness be- 
fore we can find out.” 

The case was explained briefly to the women, then 

Joe said, “Aunt Gertrude has a mystery of her own. 
She’s an expert on counterfeit coins, and has some to 
show you,” he said impishly. 
"His relative gave the boy a withering look. Never- 
theless, she took a coin from her purse and handed it to 
‘her brother. After the detective had examined it closely, 
he looked at his sister admiringly. 

“You're right, Gertrude,” he said, “And most of the 
tests for counterfeits would fail on this coin, it’s so 
cleverly done.” 

_ “You mean biting the money to see if it’s soft, or 
dropping it to hear its ring ” asked Frank, 

“Exactly,” replied his father. “Even the weight 
wouldn’t be noticed by most people. This piece does 
Rot contain its value in silver, I’m sure. Probably it’s 
made of some cheap metal with a thin coating of silver 
‘over it, I believe I’ll run down to Washington to report 
this,” 

‘Aunt Gertrude gave her brother the rest of the coins, 
and then hurried upstairs, 

“T'm going to get a little rest,” she announced from 
the landing, “Frank and Joe, don’t make any noise”” 

At that moment the doorbell rang. Before anyone 
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could answer the ring, in walked a chubby, red-cheeked 
youth who appeared to be bursting out of his clothes at 
every seam, He was munching a banana, 

“Hi, Mrs Hardy. Hi, Aunt Gertrude. Afternoon, 
Mr Hardy,” he greeted. Then, beckoning mysteriously 
to Frank and Joe, he disappeared into the kitchen, 
“Come out here, fellows. I have something exciting to 
tell you,” he called, 

Chet Morton’s appearances were often made in this 
casual and unexpected manner, He was a close friend 
of the Hardy boys and lived in a rambling old farm- 
house on the outskirts of the city. When the brothers 
followed him to the kitchen, they found him stuffing 
the last of the banana into his mouth and reaching into 
a biscuit jar on the table. 

“Do you know,” said Chet placidly, “I’ve never 
been so excited in all my life.” 


Frank and Joe had rarely seen Chet Morton excited 


about anything. 

“What happened? Rich uncle die and leave you a 
pie factory?” laughed Joe. 

“This is no laughing matter.” Chet bit into a biscuit 
and winked mysteriously. “This is big stuff, I’m telling 
you.” Then he lowered his voice and said in a loud 
whisper, “How would you two like to share in a buried 
treasure?” 

Frank and Joe stared at him, 

“Are you kidding?” asked Frank. ‘ 

“You heard me,” repeated Chet Morton solemnly, 
“I said buried treasure!” 


as 


The Pine Tree Shilling 


Cuer fished in his pocket with a mysterious air, He 
took out his handkerchief, which was tied in innumer- 
able knots. 

“Do you mean to tell us you’ve found a buried trea- 
sure?” exclaimed Joc. 

“Part of one, And I’m giving you fellows first chance 
at helping me locate the rest of it.” 

_ The fat boy was diligently untying the knots, Finally 
he produced a coin. 

“Take a look at that!” he said impressively. 

Frank and Joe examined the money. It was old and 
tarnished, a flat piece of silver with a crude picture of 
a pine tree stamped on’ the surface. The Hardy boys 
could distinguish the words “In Masathusetts,” 

Frank turned the coin over, and read, “New 
England A.N. Dom,, the date 1681, and the numeral 
XII.” 

“Sixteen eighty-one!” exclaimed Frank, “Why, I 
didn’t know they made coins in this country then.” 

_ “That,” declared Chet, “tis a Pine Tree Shilling. The 
XII means twelve cents,” 

_ “You sure it isn’t some old counterfeit?” asked Joe. 
He could not take his friend seriously, 

Chet looked hurt. “I stopped in the library on my 
way over here and looked it up in a book. This coin is 
rare and valuable,” 
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‘The Hardy boys regarded their chum with respect. 
Although they were very fond of him, he was usually 
a source of amusement because he was seldom serious 
about anything in life except food. But here was Chet 
in a new role, 

“Where did you get it?” asked Joe eagerly. 

Chet looked round to make sure no one was listening, 
and then whispered hoarsely: 

“Digging a ditch on our farm, Found it near the 
brook. I’m sure there must be more of them. Why don’t 
you two come back home with me and spend the night? 
‘Then in the morning we can really hunt for the treasure.” 

“We're with you!” declared Frank, and Joe nodded. 

“We'll get up bright and early in the morning and 
dig every inch of that field. But don’t tell anyone about 
that coin,” begged the fat boy. 

“Didn’t you tell your folks?” asked Joe, ; 

Chet shook his head. “I was afraid they’d laugh at 
me. I’m waiting until we find the treasure. Then I'll 
surprise them. They'll figure I’m kind of smart after all.” 

Chet took another handful of biscuits. Then, with a 
finger to his lips in token of silence, he tiptoed out of the 
kitchen door and trudged across the back garden, 

“Wonders will never cease,” said Frank, after he had 
gone. “Chet Morton finding buried treasure, I can’t 
believe it 

“Ir’s hard to believe Chet was digging a ditch in the 
first place,” returned Joe. “That's a miracle.” » 

The Hardy boys laughed. Chet had never been known 
to be fond of work. But the brothers took the buried 
treasure story seriously enough to make their excuses 
after dinner and set out for the Mortons’ place. 

Chet was waiting for the boys on the porch of the 
roomy old farmhouse. As it was still light, he suggested 
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go down to the brook and have a look at the place 
where he had found the coin, 

_ “Let’s go before Dad or Mother or Iola have a chance 
to ask what we're doing,” the fat boy urged, “If Joe 
ees Iola, we'll never get down there.” 

Joe’s face turned red. He made no secret of the fact 
that he thought Chet’s sister a pretty nice girl. But this 
time he followed his friend’s suggestion and set off with 
the others. 

‘Chet led the way to the field. His father had asked 
him to dig a drainage ditch to the brook, but apparently 
Chet’s discovery of the coin had occurred at the first 
itage of the digging, for the ditch was neither deep nor 
ong. Several spades and shovels lay about. 

“Right here is where I found the money,” said Chet, 
ndicating with his toe a place near the end of the ditch, 

Joc grabbed a spade, “Well, what are we waiting 
or?” he said. “Might as well go after the rest of the 
Treasure now.” 

“That's what I say!” agreed the fat boy, seizing a 
hovel. 

Frank also picked up a shovel, and in a few moments 
ill three boys were working diligently. Chet, however, 
oon developed a stitch in his side, or so he said, 

“Guess I’d better sit down for a minute. The pain’ll 
vass Off in a little while, But the doctor always warned 
ne against violent exercise after eating.” 

Frank and Joe hardly noticed him, They were too 
misy digging—each with his eye peeled for the glint of 
coin, 

But after half an hour, Frank observed that Chet was 


actually resuming 
traightened up and rubbed his aching back. 


. 
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“I’ve got an idea we're being conned,” Frank said 
quietly to Joe. “Chet had a job to do, digging this ditch. 
And now we're doing it for him.” 

“T thought we were digging for coins,” said Joc, 
surprised, 

“That's what we both thought.” 

Chet, sprawled leisurely beneath a nearby tree, 
called out, “‘What’s the matter—getting tired arena 
Pekar to me you tired pretty quickly,” grinned 

“You forget, I've been digging all afternoon. And 
besides, I’ve got a stitch in my side, I’ll take over in a 
minute, No coins yet, huh?” 

The Hardys resumed their digging. The more Frank 
thought about it, the more he was convinced that the 
fat boy had invented the whole story. 

“T think we'd better quit,” he whispered to Joe. “If 
wwe fall for this, Chet will think it’s a great joke. He'll 
tell the story all over Bayport.” 

“That's what I’m thinking. Let him dig his own 
ditch.” 

“One more shovelful and I’m through.” 

Frank thrust the spade into the ground, and turned 
the carth over. Then he uttered a cry of surprise. Some- 
thing struck against the edge of the spade with a dull 
élink and tumbled off to one side, 

“Found something?” asked Joe, 

re eres ween a 
he had unearthed, It was round and metallic, covered 
with grime, When he brushed it off, he saw that it was 
a coin, 

“Don’t tell me you've found one!” yelped Chet, 
scrambling up from his resting place and displaying 
more energy than he had shown all evening, 


a Sale 


‘He and Joe crowded round Frank as he examined the 
coin in the twilight. He could discern a ship on one side, 
and on the back of the blackened piece a figure that 
"looked like a pig. 

“Let me see it. Let me sec it,” babbled Chet excitedly, 
“Jeepers, it is another, I was right. There’s probably a 
fortune buried here somewhere if we can only find it. 

 Let’s keep digging.” 

Frank eyed him suspiciously, 

“Let who keep digging?” 

“Why—all of us, of course.” 

“Haven't noticed you doing much digging tonight, 
Are you sure this coin isn’t just bait, like the other one?” 

“What do you mean?” asked Chet blankly, 

“I wouldn’t put it past you, Chet Morton, to plant 
a couple of old coins round here just to promote this 
ditch-digging job. I'll bet I could dig here for a month 
before I’d find another. But your ditch would be 
finished.” 

“On my word of honour as a gentleman,” cried the 
stout youth fervently, “I didn’t have a thing to do with 
putting either of those coins there! For all I know, they 
might have been buried in this field a hundred years 
-ago. And I’m sure there must be more of them. 

“Gee whiz,” he continued, shaking his head sadly, 
“ft sure shakes my faith in human nature, To think that 
‘my very best friends believe I’d do a thing like that, 
Although,” he added thoughtfully, “‘it would be a smart 
way to get a ditch dug, come to think of it.” 

‘ 's too late to work any more tonight,” Joe said, 
“Let’s go up to the house.” 

“You'll help me again in the morning?” asked Chet 
anxiously. “Don’t walk out on me now, fellows. I'll dig 
just the same as you. Because now I do believe there's 
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a treasure, I wasn't so sure when I found just one coin,” 
he grinned 

The boys went up to the house where Mrs Morton 
and Iola provided a late snack, consisting of sandwiches 
and glasses of ice-cold milk, 

“Hard work makes boys hungry,” smiled Chet’s 
mother, 

“I’ve never noticed that it made much difference to 
my hard-working brother,” teased Iola. 

For an hour the young people talked and joked. Then 
the boys trooped up to bed, Tired from their exertions, 
they soon fell asleep. 

‘They were up early the next morning, eager to get 
back to the treasure hunt. After breakfast Chet said they 
must hurry down to the brook. 

“T never saw you so eager to work,” said Iola, “What's 
going on?” 

The boys looked a little guilty. Chet told his sister 
that they wanted to get the ditch dug before the sun 
became too hot. With that explanation, they ran off. 

“We must have done a lot more digging than we 
thought!” exclaimed Frank, when they reached the 
field. “Why, the ditch is nearly finished.” 

“I don’t remember digging any of those holes over 
near the tree!” declared Chet, puzzled. “And I’m sure 
you fellows didn’t dig at that spot.” 

‘The boys stared. The spades were not where they had 
left them. Frank and Joe had stacked the tools neatly 
beside the ditch. Now they were scattered carelessly in 
the upturned earth, 

“Someone has been here!” cried Joe. “He was dig- 
ging during the night!” 

“And probably found the treasure!” groaned Chet 
in dismay. 


boys looked at each other in consternation, 
‘Maybe he saw us working here yesterday,” Chet 
sid dolefully, “Probably stole up and listened to us 
about the treasure.” 
; 's possible,” Frank agreed, “‘Are you sure you 
’'t tell anyone else about it?” 
|“ didn’t tell a soul,” the fat boy declared, prowling 


suggested. “That is—if there was a treasure.” 
_ “The man who buried those coins has probably been 
a couple of hundred years,” scoffed Chet. “ 
his ghost didn’t come back to dig them up.’ 
thief may have stolen those coins along with some 
” said Joe. “Perhaps he buried them here until 
safe to come back and get them. In that case it 
’t take him long to recover them, because he 
know exactly where to hunt.” 
shook his head doubtfully, “In that case, why 
he dig an extra three feet of ditch? If he knew ex- 
ictly where to go, he would have dug one hole, scooped 
) the treasure, and cleared out.” 
thet scratched his head with a worried air. “‘I don’t 
ow what to make of it,” he sighed. “Gee whiz—just 
T thought I had a fortune in my grasp!” 
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“Maybe the thief didn’t find it,” Frank said hops 
fully. “He might have been confused by all the diggin 
that’s been done. Perhaps that’s why he went to wor 
on the ditch and then dag all those other holes.” 

Chet brightened up at this possibility. “Do you thin 
so? Then let’s start work again.” 

“All right,” agreed ees “If we don’t find anythin 
we can set up camp nearby and watch the place tonigh 
Ifthe person who was here didn’t find the treasure, he’ 
probably be back.” 

Chet rubbed his hands in glee. “‘In that case, we ca 
let him do all the digging until he finds it. Then we 
jump out and collar the treasure. We can save ou 
selves a lot of trouble.” 

“Y’d rather find the money myself,” said Frar 
energetically. 

“What money? called out a git!’s voice. 

DR mace can eee 
chum Callie Shaw were standing only a few yards awa 
In the soft grass they had approached without makir 
a sound, 

“What's all this about money?” Callie wanted ‘ 
know. “I thought you were supposed to be digging 
ditch, Looks to me as if you've been trying to find 
buried treasure.” 

“I—I—we were just talking about money,” muttere 
Chet. He glared at his sister, “What brings you doy 
here anyhow?” 

“We have a perfectly good reason for coming.” sa 
Tola, “'There was a phone message for Frank and Je 
Your mother just called. She wants you both to cor 
home right away.” 

“Anything wrong?” asked Joe quickly. 

_ She did't say. I thought her voice sounded lit 
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shaky. But she just asked me to tell you to come home.” 
Frank handed his spade to Chet. “I guess you’ll have 
to finish the ditch alone, Come on, Joe. Let’s hurry.” 
_ “We'll try to come back tonight,” Joe promised Chet, 
_ “Tonight?” called Callie Shaw, puzzled. “Why on 
_ earth would you come back here at night?” 
| Frank decided the girls were uncomfortably close to 
the secret about the buried treasure. 
“Maybe if Chet thinks we’re not coming, he won't 
work,” Frank smiled. “If we return, he’ll be ashamed 
of himself unless that ditch is a good deal longer than 
it is now. Come on, Callie, I’ll walk as far as the house 
with you.” 
Frank enjoyed Callie’s company, and was sorry when 
‘he and Joe had to say goodbye. The brothers headed 
for home at a brisk pace. 

“] hope nothing has gone wrong,” Frank said. ‘It’s 
“unusual for Mother to call up like that, Wonder what’s 
“the matter?” 

The boys made record time in reaching Elm Street, 
They hurried into the house, and found their mother 
and Aunt Gertrude in the living-room, Aunt Gertrude 
was peering nervously through the curtains. 

_ “What's up?” asked Joe. “‘We started home as soon 
AS we got your message.” 
“He’s gone now,” muttered their aunt strangely, “ 


‘sight, You should have come in the back way.” 
_ “Who's gone? Who disappeared round the corner?” 
her nephew inquired. 

~ “A strange man,” said Mrs Hardy quietly. “I think 
“he was watching this house.” 

_ Joe whistled, He turned towards the door. 

: “Come on, Frank. Let’s find him and ask him why 
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he’s hanging round here, What does he look like, 
Mother?” 

“No, don’t go,” directed Aunt Gertrude. “We don’t 
want to be left alone,” 

“Where is Dad?” asked Frank, 

“He flew to Washington early this morning,” Mra 
Hardy told them. ‘He took down the counterfeit coins 
your Aunt Gertrude was given.” 

“T tell you there’s more to this than meets the eye,” 
declared the other woman grimly. “I think the man who 
was watching this house had something to do with those 
coins, Why else would he be here—except to shadow 
me?” 

“But Aunty, how do you know he was watching this 
house?” inquired Joe. 

“He pretended he wasn't looking at the ‘house.” 
snapped Aunt Gertrude, “That’s exactly how I knew he 
was looking at it.” 

Aunt Gertrude glared at the boys triumphantly, as 
if defying them to dispute this logical explanation, 

“He was tall, and was wearing a grey suit and a little 
moustache,” she added, as if that settled all doubts, 

Frank and Joe went to the window. ‘We'll keep a 
lookout, If he comes back, we'll see what he’s up to.”” 

But the sinister stranger did not return, and by the 
time lunch was ready, the boys were almost convinced 
that the whole affair was a false alarm, 

“T guess he won't be back,” said Joe, as they sat down 
at the table. 

Just then there was a noisy disturbance in the back 
garden. Angry shouts and the furious barking and 
snarling of dogs broke the noonday peacefulness of Elm 
and High Streets, Aunt Gertrude leaped to her feet, 
sniffing battle, 
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“Now how did those dogs get into our garden?” she 
demanded. “I’ll show them!” She stormed out through 
the kitchen, 

Mrs Hardy and the boys followed. Two dogs were 
fighting viciously, and two men, presumably the owners 
of the animals, were arguing heatedly and loudly. 

“Your dog started it!” bellowed one, 

“He didn’t. It was your dog!” shouted the other man, 
“Now it’s up to you to stop ’em.”” 

“Stop ’em a 

By the time Aunt Gertrude waded into the argument, 
the racket was tremendous. She broke up the fight in 
five seconds flat, simply by marching right at the dogs 
and bawling “Get out of this garden!” in such awe~ 
inspiring tones that they promptly fled. 

But the argument between the-two men was not 
silenced so readily. Each claimed the other’s dog had 
started the fight. The issue became more complicated 
when Aunt Gertrude turned on them and blamed both 
of them for letting their pets get loose, It was a good 
fifteen minutes before the men, properly humbled and 
full of apologies, left the Hardy garden. 

“The idea! Fighting in our back garden!” sniffed 
Aunt Gertrude, “Now let’s finish our lunch, I declare, 
some people have no sense,” 

Joe already had entered the house. He had barely 
reached the kitchen, when he heard a noise from the 
hallway—a noise as if someone had stumbled against 
a chair, It was followed by the sound of hurrying 
footsteps. 

The boy ran to the front of the house just in time to 
see the figure of a man disappearing through the front 
door, It closed sharply. 


t 
Joe raced towards the door crying, “Frank! Come 
quickly!” 

His brother rushed into the hall just as the younger 
boy reached the porch. 
_ “What's the matter?” 
_ “Burglar!” panted Joe, hustling down the front steps. 
_ He had caught sight of a man running along the 
‘street. The fellow turned into a drive half-way down. 
_ The boys raced in pursuit. They reached the place 
‘just in time to see their quarry jump a hedge and dis- 
‘appear behind a garage, but when the boys came to the 
TELS aero Diana 

_ They scouted along the road, but the few minutes 
in which they had lost sight of the fugitive had been 
long enough. The man had made good his escape. 
} “Tt’s no use,” Frank said finally, “He is probably 
Hireets away by this time, Did you get a good look at 


“Not at his face,’’ replied Joe, “But he had on a grey 
suit and was tall, so I guess Aunt Gertrude was right 
about the fellow who was watching the house,” 
pied better get back there and see if he did any 


BS ops tard ome to 920 aay Gerad tn 
state of great agitation. She was saying that it was Mrs 
Hardy who was upset, however! 
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“Now keep calm, Laura,” the woman was imploring. 
“You mustn’t be frightened.” 

“T am calm,” said Mrs Hardy, who was not half so 
perturbed as her relative. “You're the one who is 
flustered.” 

“Me? Flustered? Not a bit of it,”’ said Aunt Gertrude 
agitatedly. “I’m as cool as a cucumber, Oh, my good- 
ness, to think there was a burglar walking round in this 
house and we didn’t even suspect it!” 

“Did he steal anything?” asked Frank, 

Mrs Hardy’said she did not know. She had not had 
time to check, Aunt Gertrude suddenly thought of her 
handbag, which she had left in her room. With a cry 
she bounded up the stairs. 

‘The bag was untouched—probably because Aunt 
Gertrude had hidden it under the mattress, But Mrs 
Hardy’s bag, which had been lying on a living-room 
table, had been opened and ransacked, Fortunately, it 
had only held change. Nothing else was missing. 

“I can’t understand it,” said the boys’ mother. “There 
wasn’t enough money in the house to warrant such a 
bold burg! 

“T have an idea,” Frank said, “The man was prob- 
ably the one who was watching the house this morning. 
The moment we went into the back garden to stop that 
dog fight, he slipped in by the front door.” 

“But how did he know we would be out of the house?” 
asked Mrs Hardy. 

“I think that dog fight was staged on purpose,”” 
said Frank, 

“You mean the other two men were accomplices of 
his? They started the argument with the idea of getting 
us out of the house, so the other fellow could get in and 
search the place!” exclaimed his mother. 
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“Doesn’t it sound reasonable?” 

“Tt seems like a lot of trouble for the sake of a few 

dollars,” objected. Mrs Hardy. “But maybe he thought 
there was a great deal of money here.” 

_ The Hardys returned to their interrupted lunch, All 

through the meal they discussed the disturbing ex- 
rience. Finally Frank said: 

“I believe Aunt Gertrude was right this morning. 

fellow was after the counterfeit coins.” 

_ Joe blinked. “What in the world would a thief want 

Reithicocntefiit coins? Reali money—yes. But no: thief 
‘would run risks to steal money he knew was no good.” 

__ “He might, if he had counterfeited them in the first 

apapoener pene eeopenbataerd 

began to see light. “I think you've got something 

— Ifhe knew Aunt Gertrude had turned those coins 

to Dad, he might have become frightened and 
ided to try to get them back.” 
“The evidence is safe in Washington by now, so he . 
‘had all his trouble for nothing,” said Mrs Hardy. 
Just then the telephone rang and Frank answered it. 

_ “This is the superintendent at City Hospital,” said 
man’s voice. “About that patient you visited yester- 

y—the one who was beaten up. I promised your 

sther I’d call you if there was a change in his condition.” 

“Ts he worse?” asked Frank, 

“No. In fact, he’s conscious now. You can talk to 

if you want to come over.” 

__ “We'll be there in ten minutes,” promised Frank, 
Returning to the dining-room, he said, ‘Come along, 
joe. Our mystery man has regained consciousness.” 

When the boys reached the hospital, they found the 
jatient conscious and sufficiently recovered to talk. But 

\ey were disappointed when they learned that the map 
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was unable to give them the slightest clue to his identity. 

“Amnesia,” whispered the nurse as they stood at the 
bedside, “The poor man has lost his memory.” 

‘The patient looked at them blankly. ““Who are you?” 
he asked in a weak voice with a decided Spanish accent. 
“I have not seen you boys before, have I?” 

“When you were brought in here,” said Frank, “you 
said something about Hardy and Elm, Well, our name 
is Hardy and we live on the corner of Elm and High 
Streets. The police thought you might be a friend of 
ours. We came over to see you yesterday, but we weren’t 
of much help because we didn’t know you.” 

“Hardy? Elm Street?” repeated the man, puzzled. 
He shook his head. “It means nothing to me. I am 
sorry.” 

“Can't you remember where you were going when 
you were injured? Were you on your way to our house?” 

“J am sorry. I do not know.” 

“‘What is your name?” 

‘The man shook his head again. “I am not able to r= 
member anything,” he muttered. 

The nurse spoke up. “It’s no use,” she said, “His 
memory may come back after a while, but the doctor 
straight case of amnesia. He can’t tell’ you 


anything.” 

She left the room, Frank leaned towards the bed, and 
looked straight at the stranger. 

“Perhaps this will help you,” he spoke softly to the 
patient. ““There were a few other words you said yester- 
day. You muttered something about the Curse of the 
Caribbees. Does that mean anything to you?” 

The man’s eyes flashed, An indescribable expression 
of fear crossed his face. 


Mystery at Morton Farm 


_ FRANK was sure the words had hit home. 
| “The Curse of the Caribbees?” asked the man sharply. 
_ Then his face became expressionless again, and his eyes 
lost their momentary gleam of panic, “Never have I 
| heard of i ‘s 
The boys decided there was nothing to be gained by 
questioning the mysterious patient any further. But 
when the boys reached the street, Joe asked his brother, 
“Do you think he’s faking?” 
“That remark about the Curse of the Caribbees seemed 
to upset him. If he really has amnesia, it shouldn’t have 
bothered him at all. I'll bet he’s afraid of someone.” 
“He looked scared to me. Maybe that expression 
‘means so much to him that it’s one of the few things he 
hasn’t forgotten.” 
“I think we ought to tell Chief Collig about this.” 
Down at Bayport police headquarters they told the 
chief their story, He frowned, 
“The fellow might be faking,” Collig admitted, ‘‘al- 
" though the doctor at the hospital seemed pretty sure 
the amnesia was genuine. But that doesn’t mean he 
_ isn’t a crook, I’d better have a guard stationed near his 
room,” 

“And if he isn’t a crook, he may need protection,” 
Suggested Joe. “The fellows who beat him up may try 
the same stunt again.” 
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“He's a mystery man, sure enough,” declared the 
chief, “He'll need watching.” 

He thanked the boys for their information. The 
Hardys left and headed for home. 

A surprise awaited the brothers when they reached 
their house, Fenton Hardy was home. He was in the 
living-room, listening to Mrs Hardy’s account of the 
burglary. 

“What did the thief take?” asked the detective, 


frowning. 

“Apparently nothing but a little money,” replied 
Mrs Hardy. “I still can’t understand why he came here.” 

The boys’ father suddenly rose from his chair. 

“J believe I know what the fellow was after,” he 
said, ‘“‘and maybe he got it.” 

‘The detective went to his study. Taking a small key 
from his pocket, he opened a drawer in his desk. Then 
he pressed a concealed spring, The drawer had a con- 
cealed back which slid away, revealing a secret hiding 
place behind it. He looked inside, then closed the desk, 

“The other counterfeit coins are still here,” Mr 
Hardy smiled, returning to the living-room. 

“You didn’t take them all with you?” asked Joe. 

“Suppose I had been held up, or lost the fake money? 
All my evidence would have been gone,” the detective 
chuckled. “I didn’t think any thief could find this hiding 
place. But I felt reasonably sure that’s what the intruder 
‘was looking for just the same. 

“They are very good imitations,” he continued. “The 
men down in Washington hadn't seen any quite’ like 
these before. They said the coins are about the best 
fakes they have come across. They sent their thanks to 
you, Gertrude, and wondered how you detected the 
counterfeits 30 casily.” 


THE MELTED COINS 35 

His sister sniffed, tossed her head, and said, “Hmph. 

A body would think I didn’t have any brains at all.” 

She bustled out of the room, but her nephews thought 

she smiled mysteriously as she went upstairs. Did their 
Brescia nchac saceat sha wad keoning to berwsfé 

“Sometime, boys,” remarked Mr Hardy, “I want 

you to sce the wonderful collection of coins that are on 
_ display in Washington.” 

“I wish I knew more about old money right now,” 
said Frank, thinking of Chet’s treasure. “When were the 
first pieces made, Dad?” 

“The experts say the first ones appeared in Asia 
Minor about 750 2.0, The Chinese, too, had metal 
money long ago. They were clever at testing it to keep 
from being cheated. They could tell if a coin was gen- 
uine merely by holding it between the thumb and 
first finger.” 

“Speaking of the Chinese,” remarked Joe, “we have 
someone here in Bayport who is pretty clever on that 
subject. Old Wu Sing.” 

“That’s right,” agreed his father. “He has a good 
collection of old money.” 

“Let’s look at it on our way back to Chet’s,” sug- 
gested Frank to his brother with a wink, He was think- 
ing of Chet’s coins. “It’s all right to go to the Mortons 
‘now, isn’t it Dad?” 

“Yes, But before you go, how about doing a little 
work in the garden here? Grass, weeds—you know how 


“All right,” the two sons promised, and Frank ad- 
ded, “We can’t be detectives every minute, I suppose.” 
Before they went outside, the boys told their father 
i of the latest developments in the case of the amnesia 


‘patient whom Frank had nicknamed “Mr Spanish”. 
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Mr Hardy said he would take @ trip over to the hos 
pital to talk to the strange man. 

“Oh, I almost forgot to tell you,” he smiled. “The 
official I saw in Washington asked me to tell you boys 
to keep your eyes open. Maybe you can land some 
counterfeiters!” 

“You bet we will,” said Frank, and Joe nodded. 
“Nothing would suit us better.” 

Weeds in the garden were more numerous than the 
boys had suspected, and it was six o’clock before their 
job was done. As soon as dinner was over, they set out 
for the Mortons without stopping at Wu Sing’s to see 
his collection, It was nearly dark when they reached 
the farmhouse, Iola met them at the door. 

“Can you imagine it!” she exclaimed. “Chet loves 
that old ditch so much he’s actually sleeping down 
there, We can’t understand it. He set up a tent under © 
the trees this evening. He’s expecting you. I suppose 
you'll sleep there too!” 

“We'll go right down,” 

“Something strange has happened to that boy,” said 
Tola, mystified. “Usually he hates work so much, . . .” 

‘The Hardy boys gave no explanation. In a few min- 
utes they said good night to Iola and went down across 
the fields towards the brook. There was no light in evi- 
dence, but in the moonlight they could see the grey 
shape of a tent which had been set up under the trees, 

“Chet must have gone to bed early,” Frank remarked 
quietly. 

“He probably dug a whole square yard of ditch today 
and is exhausted,” laughed Joe. “Let’s steal up and 
surprise him.” 

They moved forward silently through the soft grass, 
As they came closer to the brook, they heard a sur- 
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Peep eaet Towa a ciererine Orocal mcifxepaie 


had clattered against a rock, 

“Don’t tell me that Chet is still working!” whispered 
Joe incredulously. “I can’t believe it!” 

“Listen!” 

The boys halted. They could hear unmistakable 
sounds of digging. Then, as they strained their eyes, 
they could distinguish a figure near the ditch. It crouch- 
ed, straightened up, then crouched again, 

“What do you know about that!” gasped Joe. “Iola 
was right. There is something the matter with Chet. 
He’s working at that ditch even in the dark!” 

“Hey, Chet!” shouted Frank, 

The Hardys hurried across the meadow. A slight rise 
in the ground hid the ditch from view for a moment, 
When the boys came over the top and ran down the 
slope, they could no longer see anyone around, 

“Funny he didn’t answer,” remarked Joe. 

“Maybe he didn’t hear us, It’s strange he isn’t using 
a light,” 

When the brothers reached the spot a moment later, 
it was deserted. A spade lay beside the freshly dug 
earth, 

“Chet!” called out Frank again, 

There was no answer, 

‘The boys turned towards the tent, which was pitched 
a few yards away. Frank whipped a torch from his pocket 
as he thrust aside the flap and went in, 

“Come on, Chet,” he laughed. “We saw you working, 
No denying it, Youn” 

The beam of light revealed a figure sprawled on the 


_ ground, Frank leaped forward. 


__ Chet Morton lay there—unconscious! 


-7- 
Wu Sing 


“Ger some water, Joe. Quick!" 

Joe snatched up a small pail that was lying with 
Chet’s camp equipment, and ran towards the brook 
while Frank set about trying to revive their chum, 

When Joe dashed in with the pail of water, they 
splashed it in Chet’s face and his eyes flew open. He 
sat up, spluttering. 

“What hit me?” he moaned, rubbing the back of 
his head. ; 

“That’s what Frank and I would like to know. We 
thought we heard you digging when we came across 
the field. But it must have been someone else. When we 
came in, we found you sprawled here—out cold,” 

“Somebody whammed me over the head,” grunted 
Chet, He rubbed the base of his skull, ‘Feel that lump? 
That guy really socked me.” 

“Who socked you?” 

Groggy, Chet shook his head, “I wish I knew, I was 
tired out from digging and I thought you fellows weren't 
coming, so I decided to rest for a minute. I must have 
fallen asleep, When I woke up, I heard someone coming 
into the tent. I thought it was you and Joe, So I sat up 
and said, ‘Well, it's about time you showed up,” and 
just then the roof seemed to fall in.” 

“Maybe the fellow isn’t far away,” Joe said excitedly. 
“J’'m going to hunt for him!” 
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“Be careful!” warned Chet. “He's likely to knock 
"your brains out, Better let him go.” 
: Joe paid no heed. He ran out past the ditch and 
headed towards the fence, In the moonlight he looked 
_ up and down a nearby lane and across the fields. There 
"was no sign of movement, The mysterious stranger had 
"lost no time in making himself scarce. In disgust Joc 
“returned to the others, 
_ “No luck,” he reported. “‘Let’s look round and see 
what he was up to.” 
They found a deep, fresh hole at the edge of the ditch, 
“T’m sure someone buried loot here and came back 
for it,” decided Frank. ‘The question is—was he suc- 
cessful or wasn’t he?” 
“Judging by the size of that hole I think he knew 
“exactly where to dig this time,” Joe remarked, “It 


“He wasn’t fooling,” observed the fat boy ruefully. 
“He really meant to put me to sleep.” 

_ “T wonder if the pine tree coin and the other one we 
“found were part of the loot the man was looking for,” 
said Frank slowly. “Or were they just silver pieces 
"dropped here long ago by some farmer or traveller?” 

“One thing seems sure,” Joe remarked after they 
had discussed it all. “If the crook was frightened away 
before he found what he was hunting for, he'll probably 
be back, I think we ought to take turns standing guard 
“here for the rest of the night.” 

_ The others agreed this was a sound idea, 

“If he should return, the one on guard can warn the 
other two and we'll all tackle him,” said Frank. “I'l 
take the first watch if you like, It’s nearly eleven o'clock 

;. I'll keep a look out until one.” 
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“Then wake me and I’ll take over until three o’clock,” 
offered Joe. “Chet can stand guard until five.” 

“Suits me,” agreed the fat boy. “I’m glad I don’t 
have first watch. I wantsleep rightnow, and plenty of it.” 

Chet and Joe returned to the tent, while Frank took 
up his vigil. By one o'clock, when Joc took over, there 
had been no sign of the stranger's return; nor had any- 
thing occurred to disturb his watch by the time Chet 
was aroused. At sunrise he crept back into the tent. 

“Just a waste of time,” he muttered, “That guy prob 
ably got my treasure and now I’ll never find it, worse 
luck.” 

Early in the morning, before they went up to the 
farmhouse for breakfast, the boys explored the ground 
round the ditch, In the freshly-turned earth they found 
a man’s footprints leading towards the fence by the 
lane, They followed the tracks farther and were able 
to make them out for several hundred yards, They van- 
ished at the main road, Tyre marks told the rest of the 
story. 

“The man had a car parked here, After we disturbed 
his digging, he climbed the fence, ran this far, and then 
drove off,” Frank explained, 

“[’m going to take an impression of these footprints,” 
declared Frank, ‘and stop at police headquarters with 
them, Maybe Chief Collig will recognize them,” 

“Guess I’ll stay here,” said Joe. “Chet and I will 
work some more. You go on home, We'll let you know 
if anything turns up.” 

“T think I’ll run in and see Wu Sing while I’m in 
town,” said Frank, “Let me have the two coins, Chet. 
‘He may be able to give us some help with this mystery.” 

Chet handed over the silver pieces. 

“Don’t say where they were found,” he warned, “If 
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that news should get out, everyone in the city will be 
up here digging like mad.” 

“It would be a good story to circulate, if you should 
‘want to get a garden dug in a hurry,” grinned Joe. 

After breakfast, rele chit s Bay poeta clicg 
headquarters he was disappointed, There was no record 
of any footprints like those which the boy showed the 
chief. 


“Working on another case? asked the officer, smiling. 

“Sort of,” replied Frank, and hurried away. 

He found Wu Sing, a gentle, elderly Chinese mer- 
chant, in an office at the rear of his shop. The old man 
beamed with pleasure when the boy came in, 

“You come to see Wu Sing? This is great pleasure,” 
he said, bowing. “You come sit down, please.” 

“Wu Sing, you know a good deal about coins,” said 
Frank. “‘That’s why I’ve called to see you.” 

‘The Chinese shrugged deprecatingly. “There is much 
to know about them,” he said. “I know a little. Very 
little. But if I can help you, I will be glad.” 

Frank took the two silver pieces from his pocket and 
handed them over, 

“Do you think these are genuine?” he asked, 

‘Wu Sing put the coins in his palm and examined 
them carefully, Then he took them over to the window 
and looked at them in the sunlight, 

“Yes,” he said quietly. “Very rare. Early American 
Pine Tree Shilling, this one, The other—I shall have 
to look.” 

He pulled a catalogue from a drawer and thumbed 

it, 


“‘Here is picture. Coin was made at Hog Island about 
1620. It is called Hog Coin.” 
“Where is Hog Island?” asked Frank, 
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“Now we call it Bermuda. Once the wild hogs 
roamed the place, May I ask where you got these coins?” 

“They were found in a field near Bayport,” Frank 
explained, “I’m not sure, but there may have been 
more of them. We thought perhaps they had been 
stolen,” 

“If stolen,” said Wu Sing, examining the pieces again, 
“then I think thief stole them from numismatist,”” 

“From a coin collector?” 

“No one else likely to have such rare ones as these, 
Ifsomeone lose collection of early American coins, then 
maybe these are clues of value.” 

“You. collect coins yourself, Wu Sing? asked the 
Hardy boy. 

The Chinese shook his head. “I study coins but I 
collect only Chinese pieces. Mr Carter here in Bayport 
has good coin collection. Also Doctor Wakefield. Maybe 
if you ask them, they help you.” 

“That's a good idea,” Frank declared. “I'll go and 
see Mr Carter first, He lives near here.” 

Wu Sing examined the coins carefully again, then 
returned them to the boy, 

“Mont interesting. Fine specimens,” he said, “A story 
behind their discovery, no doubt?” His eyes twinkled, 
“T'll tell you about it as soon as I can, Wu Sing,” 
said Frank, “In the meantime, watch your own cole 

lection carefully. Don’t let anybody steal it.” 
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“No, my collection is safe, thank goodness,” declared 
Phineas Carter when Frank called on him. 

He was a jolly, red-faced business man who had now 
__ retired and lived quietly. When the Hardy boy showed 
_ him the two early American coins, he was tremen- 
_ dously interested, and offered to buy them on the spot. 

“I’m sorry Mr Carter, but they’re not for sale. I 
thought possibly they had been stolen from a private 
_ collection.” 

“So now you're trying to find a coin collector who 
has been robbed, ch? Well, I’m glad to say my pieces 
hhaven’t been touched, There was a stranger around 
yesterday, though, who wanted to see them, Odd- 

looking old duck.” 

_ “An elderly man wearing dark spectacles?” asked 

” Frank eagerly, 

“Why, yes. Do you know him?” 

Thinking of the old man in the railway station, the 
” boy replied: 

___ “Not exactly, but I did run across a person of that 
_ description who was interested in coins, You say he was 
_ looking at your collection?” 

“Said he might be interested in buying something 
‘from it, but I didn’t have what he was looking for,” 
returned Mr Carter. “He told me his name was Ratchy.”” 
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‘was excited now and wondered if he had uncovered an 
important lead. 

“T’ll go to see Doctor Wakefield,” the boy decided. 
“If Ratchy has been to visit him, I'll know there’s 
something in the wind.” 

Doctor Wakefield, a retired professor, lived a few 
streets away. Stooped and grey haired, he blinked at 
Frank over his glasses when the youth announced the 
purpose of his call. 

“It seems to me a number of people are interested in 
my little collection,” he beamed. “A man came round 
to look at my coins only 

Js that so?” said Frank. “Did he want to buy any?" 

“That’s what he said. But I didn’t have anything 
he wanted, He was an old fellow by the name of Ratchy. 
You aren’t buying coins, are you?” 

“No. I have a couple of rare ones that were found, 
and I thought they might have come from a collection, © 
I was wondering if you had lost any.” 

“No,” smiled the professor, “I was looking at them 
not ten minutes ago, and I am sure that every coin is in 
its proper place.” 

“T’m glad of that, Doctor Wakefield,” 

After Frank had seen the display and admired it, 
the old man explained the fascination of coin collecting. 

(psy etal pica rencry saa 

history, geography and the customs of people, Some of 
the ancient rulers used to commemorate nearly:every- 
thing they did by setting it forth on a new piece of money, 
issued!” 

“He must have loved himself a great deal,” laughed 
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; . “I doubt that any thief would be interested 
_ init, But if should lose anything, I'll let you know.” 
_ Frank expressed his appreciation for the time given 
him, then went home. Aunt Gertrude wanted to know 
what was going on. 
“T never saw such a family,” she said. “In and out, 
in and out all the time,” she scolded. “Your father 
won't be back for lunch, and your mother has gone to 
a club meeting. Never saw such a household for people 
gadding about all the time.” 
‘At noon Joe telephoned his brother and was told of 
Frank’s recent adventure, including the story about the 
calls of the mysterious old man on the collectors. 
“First, Mr Ratchy wants to buy a counterfeit coin,” 
said Frank, speaking in a low voice on the upstairs 
telephone. “Then he visits two coin collectors, looking 
- for something they don’t have!” 

“Do you think that might have been an excuse to see 
_ how valuable the collections were? He really didn’t 
‘want to buy any of them?” asked Joe. 

“Exactly. Well, I found out one thing. If those coins 
from the Morton field were stolen from a collection 
they probably weren’t stolen in Bayport, as Mr Carter 
and Doctor Wakefield are the only two who own very 

” 


many pieces.’ 

Joe reported that he and Chet had unearthed nothing 
of value. Just then Frank heard his name called. He 
hung up the telephone and came downstairs, His 
mother, who had just returned from her meeting, was 
in the living-room opening her handbag. Aunt Gertrude 
stood nearby. 

“I’m glad you're back, son,” she smiled. “Will you 
do an errand for me?”” 

“Anything you like, Mother,” said Frank promptly. 
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‘Then he gasped as Mrs Hardy took from her purse a 
large sum of money, “Looks as if you've been to the 
bank.” 

“Looks as if I should go to the bank,” declared Mrs 
Hardy. “You know I’m treasurer of the club, Today 
most of the members paid their annual subscriptions 
and I’m simply swamped with money,” she laughed. 

“The sooner it’s out of this house the better,” declared 
Aunt Gertrude tartly. “It’s an invitation to thieves,” 

“Don’t worry, Gertrude, I haven’t any intention of 
keeping it. It has to go to the bank in Mawling before 
closing time.” 

“Mawling?” exclaimed Frank in surprise. Mawling 
was a small village several miles from Bayport, “What's 
the matter with the banks here?” 

“Well, the club account has always been kept there 
because the first treasurer lived in Mawling. After she 
retired, we didn’t bother to transfer the account. Frank — 
can drive over as soon as we've had lunch,” decided 
Mrs Hardy. 

The meal was eaten without any excitement, how- 
ever, except that Aunt Gertrude kept getting up and 
going to the door every few minutes, 

Despite this, she had failed to see a sinister, furtive- 
eyed man who had slunk across the lawn. From a van- 
tage point among the bushes underneath a window, he 
had been eavesdropping ever since Mrs Hardy had. 
entered the house. At last, with a grim smile on his face 
he tiptoed away and climbed into a car parked by the 
kerb some distance down the street. 

Soon afterwards Frank left the house with the money 
in his pocket. When he drove out of the garage ten min- 
utes later, the other car drew away from the kerb and 
started down the road in pursuit. 
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the outskirts of the city, Frank turned 
a to a road that led to the village of Mawling. In the 
ar-view mirror he noticed the other car some dis- 
ince behind, but paid it no particular attention, 
A lonely side road offered a short cut to the village. 
lardly had Frank left the main road before he noticed 
iat the other car was overtaking him. He pulled over 
) let it pass, but it came alongside, forcing him to- 
ards the ditch. Frank looked up in alarm, 
Then he saw that the driver was masked! 
‘A crash was imminent. The man had cut off the boy. 
rank jammed on the brakes before he was forced into 
i¢ ditch. At the same moment he flung open the door 
nd jumped. 
‘He had a pretty good idea of what the masked person 
as after—the money he was taking to the bank in 
fawling! Like a streak of lightning the boy leaped 
ver the ditch, but just beyond it was a fence. He had . 
early cleared this, when a man lunged forward and 
ickled him. 
‘The struggle was brief, Frank fought vigorously, 
attle, the youth tried to pull off the mask to catch a 
limpse of the other’s face. It moved slightly to one 
but did not come off. 
In the struggle Frank did rip open the front of the 
llow’s shirt. The boy had a glimpse of a strange 
esign tattooed on the man’s chest—a design in the 
rude likeness of a Spanish woman’s head. 
‘Then something struck him violently on the skull, 
he pitched forward, everything went black. 
Grinning evilly, the hold-up man went through the 
y’s pockets, and made his escape. Frank was left 
ng on the ground. 


-9- 
The Old Man With the Dimes 


Groanmo, Frank opened his eyes. He sat up and 


there was no indication of the direction which the hold 


saw him coming in the front door, she uttered a cry 0 


“Here already! You must have driven at a hundres 
miles an hour. Young man, you'll be arrested for speed 
ing one of those days——” 

“I know why he came back,” smiled Mrs Hardy 
‘Then she noticed her son’s white face and stricken look 
“Why, what's the matter, dear?” she asked anxiousl) 


B 
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“J lost the money. Hold-up man forced me off the 
and stole it all.” 

The dejected boy trudged to the telephone and 

lle Baypoct Police Headquarters. Dully, be reported 


| “That's too bad, Frank,” said the desk sergeant. “I'll 
out a call on the police radio, Too bad you weren’t 
to get the fellow’s licence number. How much 
did you lose?” 
. “Quite a bit—about five hundred dollars, I think, 
much was it, Mother?” Frank asked. 
| “Not as much as that,” she said sympathetically, 
In fact, I thought that was why you returned. After 
you left, I noticed I had made a mistake and hadn’t 
fiven you the whole amount. You had only a hundred 
fifty with you. The rest is here.” 
“Well, that’s a break, anyway,” said Frank, feeling 
_ Seen 


sergeant, 
_ “We'll do the best we can to get it back,” promised 
the officer, “Tell us what you know about the fellow.” 
_ The boy told of the strange tattoo mark on the thief”s 
shest—a crude design of a Spanish woman’s head, 
“That's a good clue,” the sergeant praised. “Well, 
'll do our best.” 
| As Frank turned to his mother and aunt, the latter 


Salita be varpioed i the thet ware the sain 
who robbed this house yesterday. Maybe the same one 
who was hanging round here in the morning.” 
“No, this fellow was much bigger and heavier,” 

Frank. He glanced at the clock. ‘‘Gosh, I 
nust have been out cold a long time. It’s too late to go 
are 


50 THE MELTED COINS 

‘He was glad to get to bed early, and he fell asleep at 
once, After a good rest he felt quite himself again. 

Soon after breakfast the next morning Joe came in. 
He had no news to report from the Morton farm, but 
he whistled when he heard of his brother’s mishap. 

“You'd better go with me to the bank this morning,” 
Frank grinned. “Guess I need a bodyguard.” 

“T'm ready. Well, I’m glad the fellow didn’t take 
Chet’s coins. They can’t be replaced.” 

This time, on the drive to Mawling, Frank took no 
short cuts. He stayed on the main road all the way. 

“That was the most expensive short cut I ever took,” 
he told Joe, “Most likely the hold-up wouldn’t have 
happened at all if I'd kept to this road.” 

The boys drove into Mawling, and pulled up in 
front of the bank. Going inside, they found there was 
just one customer at the counter ahead of them—an 
old man. 

“Wouldn’t think there was so much money in all 
fe in wee cone as the cashier handed 
him several 

Ic tales a (00 Walks ts comme eGo gL? SAT 
cashier. Before him, in neat paper-rolled stacks, were 
several hundred dimes, “I don’t blame you for wanting 
to get rid of them.” 

“Paper money is easier to carry,” cackled the old 
man. He thrust the bills into a wallet and turned away. 

‘There was something oddly familiar about his voice, 
When the Hardy boys looked at his face intently, they 
were sure they recognized him. 

He was the man who had tried to buy the counterfeit 
coins from Aunt Gertrude! But he was not wearing dark 
glasses. Was he also the person who had visited the 
coin collectors? 
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“The old fellow was too absorbed in his money to pay 
the boys any attention. He thrust the wallet into his 
pocket and shuffled towards the door. 

_ When he had gone outside, Frank stepped up to the 
window. The teller was busy putting away the stacks 
of dimes. 

“That was a job, I must say,” he remarked. “I’ve 
been counting these coins here for the past quarter-hour. 
That man seemed to have a ton of them.” 


“Do you know the old man’s name? asked Joe 


ragerly. 
"The teller shook his head. “Never seen him before,” 
he replied carelessly. “Now what can I do for you 


Frank deposited the money Mrs Hardy had given 
him. He also wrote out a cheque from his own account 
in a Bayport bank for the amount that had been stolen 
fom him and deposited that as well, 
“Tt seems strange,” Joe said, when the boys had left 
bank and were driving towards home, “‘that every 
ime we come across that old man, he is in some way 
with coins. I wish we had followed him,” 
“If we ever see him again, let’s do it.” 
Aunt Gertrude was much relieved when the boys 
cached home and reported that the money had been 
afely banked. She said she bad not drawn an casy 
mreath since the boys had left the house. 
_ Late that afternoon they set out on foot for the Morton 
m. Chet, to their astonishment, was actually working. 
ee ae” 
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fill in the time,” he explained defensively. “Who knows 
but that other coin may turn up?” He set aside his 
spade and sat down on the grass. “What's new?” 

“Plenty,” said Frank, 

‘He told Chet of the hold-up and of their suspicions 
about the strange old man, 

“] knaw I should have gone along with you, Joe, in- 
stead of staying here all day!” declared the fat boy. 
“You fellows have all the excitement! Say, did that 
hold-up man get my coins?” 

“No, thank goodness,” replied Frank, and handed 
over the Pine Tree Shilling and the Hog Coin. 

He explained what Wu Sing had told him. Then the 
conversation turned back to the strange old man, 

[tart iat Rasy pea waste cnc wi 
digging here,” 

Ses ol sid Joc. “He coulda have run away 
fast as that fellow did the other night.” 

“Then maybe it was the hold-up man who was here,” 
offered Chet. 

“Could be,” said Frank. “Only, if he were interested 
in old coins, why didn’t he take yours when he had the 
chance?” 


“Maybe he didn’t find them,” said Chet in defence 
of his own deductions. 

‘The boys went on with their digging. In a little while 
het declared he was to hungry he could not lift 1 
shovel, so the three boys went up to the house. Suppe: 
was not ready, but Chet found part of a pie in th 
fridge, and by eating it, managed to survive until Mr 
Morton had the meal on the table. Again Iola wantec 
to know what the mystery was behind the boys’ un 
usual interest in the ditch-digging job. 

“All in good time, young lady. All in good time,’ 


| That evening the boys went back to the field, They 
made their camp a little more comfortable, and then sat 
‘chatting under the trees until dusk fell. The boys were 
‘talking over who should stand guard first, when Joe 
d grabbed Frank's arm and pointed in the 
irection of the lane. 
“Someone coming,” he whi: 
‘Then Frank saw a light—a wavering, bobbing light. 
It flickered out, then shone again, and moved steadily 
the field. Beyond it they could see the vague 


‘There was a startled gasp. The stranger swung round 

the torch full on the three figures. 

“Tarnation!” he grunted. “Why didn’t you speak 
up before this? Almost scared the daylights out of me.” 

The boys laughed in relief, for they recognized the 
voice as that of Officer Con Riley of the Bayport police. 

“What on earth are you doing out here so far off your 
beat?” asked Joe 

“Looking for you fellows,” said Riley. “Chief Collig 
sent me to find you. Wants to see you at headquarters. 
I went round to your house to get you, and your aunt 
said I'd likely find you at the Mortons. At the house 
they told me you were down here.” 

“Chief Collig wants to see us? What for?” 

“How should I know?” muttered Riley. “All I was 
told is he wants to see you, and quick, So you'd better 
come along, I’ve got a car.” 

“For a couple of guys who came out here to help me,” 
complained Chet, “‘you two certainly can find a lot of 
reasons for quitting the job.” 

“We didn’t find this one. It found us,” chuckled Joe. 

& 
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Down at Bayport Police Headquarters, Chief Collig 

was waiting for them. He called the boys into his 

private office. 

“It’s about that hold-up yesterday,” he explained. 

“We picked up a few suspects, Frank, all with tattoos 

on their chests. I want you to take a look at them.” 

"He led the boys downstairs to a room in the base- 

ment. At the far end of it was a raised platform, with 

a glare of electric lights overhead. Chief Collig sig- 

nalled to an officer, who opened a door at one side of 

the platform, 

Four men shuffied out in the custody of a sergeant. 

They blinked in the brilliance of the lights. Frank 

studied them and their tattoo marks carefully. Finally 

he turned to Chief Collig and shook his head. 

“The hold-up man was not any of these four,” he 

aid. “Tattoo marks are different.” 

“Okay,” returned the officer. “I don’t have much 

hope. We'll keep trying.” He called to the sergeant, 
the men loose, Stan.” 

‘The chief explained to the boys why he had sent for 
in a hurry. “We couldn’ hold these suspects for 
because we haven’t anything on them. That’s why 

you to look at them tonight, Frank.” 

Ca eprint 
joe, 

“Don’t waste any sympathy on that bunch,” the 

hief laughed. ‘They're all bad. They've been in and 

wut of jail several times. If none of them pulled that 

jold-up job, ix was only because he didn’t happen to 
fink of it!” 

the boys left the police station they decided 

since it was still early enough to call at City Hos- 

they would inquire about the amnesia victim, 
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Mr Hardy had not found time to go, and the boys wert 
curious to learn something about “Mr Spanish’s” con 
dition, At the hospital, they were told that the myster 
ious patient had shown considerable improvement 
during the day. 

“He still doesn’t know his own name,” the ward 
sister said. “But apart from that he’s well enough tc 
walk out of here tomorrow.” 

“Mr Spanish” was sitting up in bed, obviously ix 
much better condition than on their previous call an¢ 
when the Hardys approached, he smiled pleasantly a 
them. 


“You were here before,” he said. “It is good of yor 
to come to see me again. I wish you could help me fine 
out who I am.” 

“I wish we could, “Mr Spanish’ —” began Joe. 

The man’s eyes went up in polite astonishment 
“What is it you call me—'Mr Spanish’? ” 

“We had to give you some kind of a name,” laughec 
Frank, “‘and because of your accent, we decided ot 
“Mr Spanish’. You don’t know where you're from?” 

“Perhaps I shall never know. It is a terrible thing 
this, to recall nothing of one’s past. Where I came from 
how I came to be here—it is all a puzzle.” 

“There was one thing we said to you last time w 
were here that you seemed to recognize,” related Joe 
“You later told us it meant nothing to you. Suppos 
we try it again. The Curse of the Caribbees.” 

“Mr Spanish” frowned thoughtfully, This time th 
boys were convinced that the man was making a 
honest effort to remember. 

“The Curse of the Caribbees,” he repeated slowly 
Finally he shook his head. “No. If it meant anythin, 
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me, I would tell you gladly. But truly it awakens 
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ing in my memory.’ 
“Maybe it will later,” said Frank kindly, 
|" Just then the nurse came up and informed the boys 
that the visiting period was over. They promised “Mr 
Spanish” that they would come to see him again, 
“My opinion of him has changed,” Frank told the 
nurse after they left the room, “He doesn’t seem to be 
"a crook.” 
“You're right. And I'm sure I don’t know what's to 
become of him,” the woman said, “He's well enough 
leave here, but where is he to go? The doctor was 
saying today that since he probably was on his way to 
tee Mr Hardy when he got hurt, perhaps you might 
take him. We’re so crowded here just now——” 

| When the hospital doors had closed behind the boys 
and they were going down the steps, Joe said: 

_ ‘Well, was that a hint or wasn’t it?” 
“Tt was more than a hint,” laughed Frank. “Let's 
‘see what the folks think about it.” 

_ When the boys reached home, they found Mrs Hardy 
‘and Aunt Gertrude in the living-room talking with 
Mr Hardy, who had returned a few minutes before. 
“Just like I said,” spoke up Aunt Gertrude at once, 
as the brothers walked in, “In and out, In and out. I 
‘thought you were staying at the Morton place tonight.” 
Joe explained that they had dropped in to talk over 
| proposition regarding the amnesia victim, and then 
‘would go back to Chet's. 
"Mr Spanish’ is getting better,” said Frank. “He 
‘doesn’t know his name yet, and he hasn’t regained 
his memory, but he’s well enough to leave the hospital.” 
fe thought it might be a good idea to invite him to 
here,” said Joe. 
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Mrs Hardy looked thoughtful. Fenton Hardy raised 
his eyebrows enquiringly. As for Aunt Gertrude, she 
promptly exploded. 

“What's that? Bring a crazy man to live in this house? 
Nonsense! I'll take the first train out of Bayport.” 

“But he im’t crazy, Aunty,” explained Joe. “The 


“[’'d go crazy trying to remember things. Well, if that 
man comes to this house, you boys will have to stay 
here and watch him. It wouldn’t be fair to your mother 
or me to leave us alone with a stranger.” 

She flounced from the room. The boys asked their 
father what he thought of the idea, 

“Tm all for it,” declared Fenton Hardy. “Quite 
aside from the fact that it would be a decent and gener- 
ous.thing to do, because the poor fellow is homeless and 
penniless in a strange country, I’d really like to know 
why ‘Mr Spanish’ came to Bayport. If he is with us 
when his memory comes back to him—as it should 
eventually—then we’ll know what was behind it alll.” 

Mr Hardy looked towards his wife, who smiled un- 
derstandingly. “I'll be glad to have the poor man, if 
he'll stay with us,” she said kindly, 

“We'll bring him here tomorrow,” spoke up Joe, 

“But your Aunt Gertrude is right about you boys 
having to stay at home,” said Mr Hardy, “No more 
treasure digging.” 

Frank and Joe jumped. “Then you know?” they 
gasped, looking at their father. 

The detective smiled, “I didn’t know until you boys 
gave yourselves away. Just plain deduction, Point one; 
Chet Morton doesn’t like physical exercise, so why in 
the world would he be working day and night? 
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_ “Point two: why would his two best friends want to 
ee 
were hunting for something pretty important, like a 
buried treasure?” 


The boys looked admiringly at their father. 
“Gosh Dad, you're wonderful!” said Joe. His face 


Mrs Hardy's eyes twinkled. “Have you just found 
that out, son?” she asked him. 

“Oh, no,” replied Joe in embarrassment, “but I 

was thinking it wouldn’t pay to try to keep a secret 


from Dad!” 

_ “Surely your father hasn’t guessed everything you 
are doing,” said his mother in defence of her sons’ keen- 
ness, ‘There is more to the mystery than you have ad- 
mitted, isn’t there?” 

\ Frank and Joe looked at her gratefully. 

“Even if we don’t find a treasure, we think we may 
capture a thief one of these days,” replied Frank, “A 
coin thief.” 

_ He told his parents what he and Joe suspected about 
the fellow who had knocked Chet Morton unconscious, 
Tt was Mr Hardy's turn to look surprised. 

_ “Good work,” he praised them. “I hope you catch 
the man, Well, you boys had better go back to the 
Mortons, or Chet may get into trouble, But tell him to 
SBd‘another pal to help him from now on. You'll be 
needed here.” 

eee plan ampe cated 
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tative of a foreign government has asked me to take a 
Very interesting case. I suspect it may have something 
to do with melted coins. I'll tell you about it.” 
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The Secret Pocket 


Frank and Joe settled themselves in chairs to hear 
their father’s story. 

“The man who asked me to handle the case for his 
government has been disturbed for some time over a 
certain situation,” Mr Hardy continued. “It seems that 
two years ago his country shipped thousands of gold 
coins to the United States in payment of certain debts.” 

“T thought gold was always shipped in bars,” said 
Frank. 

“Usually it is, yes,” replied his father. “But trouble 
was brewing in that country, and the officials sent off 
the coins for fear they would be seized, Some of the 
shipment was in bullion, to be sure, but a lot of it was 
in coin, packed in strong cases. The money was sent to 
the United States by boat. But a severe storm came up. 

“The boat didn’t sink, but it was badly damaged, 
and put into Barmet Bay near here for repairs. The 
next day the captain decided to move the gold coins 
‘ashore for safe-keeping, But when he gave the order, 
he found that the money had disappeared.” 

“All of it?” asked Joe. 

“The entire shipment had vanished completely. 
‘What's more, none of the gold bars or coins have ever 
been found, It was thought at first that it would merely 
be a matter of time before there would be some clue. 
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ut from that day to this there hasn’t been a trace of 
any of the gold,” Mr Hardy concluded. 
~_ “Maybe it was melted down and turned into United 
States coins,” Frank 

“] hardly think so. Gold money is too easy to spot, 
‘for there isn’t much of it in circulation,” his father re- 
plied. “But you have given me an idea. Maybe the 
coins were melted, but for another reason. I believe I’ll 
follow that lead while I’m away. 
| “First Pll fly to New York, though, to check on a 
“couple of points, then I’ll return here before going far- 
ther. Suppose you trot along to Chet’s and be home by 
Tunchtime tomorrow. Then we'll drive over to the hos- 
‘pital together and get ‘Mr Spanish’. ” 
Mr Hardy would divulge no more of his case, so the 
boys followed his suggestion and left the house. Frank 
and Joe found their fat friend sound asleep in the tent 
near the brook. 
“Hey, what kind of guard are you?” grinned Frank, 


eral egal retool aa 
and rolled over. 
_ “Get up!” commanded Joe. “You've had a nice 
nap. You ought to take first watch.” 
“What for?” asked the stout boy, yawning. 
“To catch the thief who buried some loot here,” 
_ “Oh! That’s right! High time you fellows got back,” 
friend grumbled. 


‘intruder. Throughout the night no one came near the 
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“The thief probably won't return so long as we're 
here,” suggested Chet. “I’m tired of this business 
cy wey Nuclei. Tangri ole sr ee 


“And leave us alone to catch the thief?” Joe winked 
at Frank, 

After their chum had been apologetic, 
Joe explained that he and his brother had to stay at 
home and watch “Mr 

“Then I'll get Tony Prito here,” said Chet. “I won’t 
quit. I promise.” 

“That's the spirit,” laughed Joe. “And let us know 
if anything 

‘The brothers went home. Their father had returned 
from New York, so after lunch the three set out for the 
hospital to call on “Mr Spanish”. 

The patient was politely grateful when Mr Hardy 
explained the object of their visit. 

“It is most good of you,” he said earnestly. “I have 
‘been wondering what I should do, It is a most awkward 
situation. But how can I repay you? After all, I am a 
stranger to you. I have no money——” 

“We'll forget about that,” smiled Fenton Hardy, 
“The main thing is for you to get well and have your 
memory restored. You’re welcome to come and stay 
with us as long as you wish.” 

“But my clothes, When I was found lying in the 
street, they were muddy and torn, They have not been 
cleaned.” 

“I thought of that, and brought a suit of mine. You're 
just about the size to wear it. In the meantime, the 
boys will take yours to the tailor and have it repaired 
and cleaned.” 

Tt was decided that “Mr Spanish” and Fenton Hardy 
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would go directly home, while Frank and Joe would 
take the amnesia victim’s suit downtown to be fixed. 

“Hmm! This sure needs attention,” commented the 
“tailor a short time later, holding up the jacket. “Tt will 
take a couple of days.” 

__ He deftly turned the pockets inside out to make sure 

_ nothing of value was in them. Chief Collig already told 
“the boys that “Mr Spanish’s” clothes had been thor- 
"oughly searched for clues to his identity, and that none 
had been found. Frank and Joe were surprised, there- 
fore, when the tailor pulled out something. 

_ “Hal What’s this?” 

He had turned an inner coat pocket inside out. There, 
“in a second one sewn within the first, he had felt a 
hard object. The man fumbled a moment, then ex- 
“tracted it. 

‘The object he held up was a coin. A gold coin. 

_. “Better take care of that,” said the tailor, handing it 
“over to Frank. ‘Looks like a gold piece.” 

The Hardy boys were careful to show no surprise, 
though they were amazed at the find. 

“Thanks a lot,” Frank said, taking the money. “The 
‘owner will be glad to get this back. He probably for- 
got all about it.” 

The boys left the place and waited until they were 
round the corner before they spoke, Then they halted 

“It isn’t United States money,” declared Joe. “Look! 
What do you suppose it is?” 

__ The coin was old. On one side was a date—1725, On 
the other was the likeness of a woman’s face with a 

Spanish head-dress. The only wording on the piece, a 
religious motto, was in Spanish, 

_ “It’s very strange,” said Joe. 


— 
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“The woman’s head!” exclaimed Frank. “It’s the 
same as the one tattooed on the hold-up man’s chest!” 


‘The brothers looked at each other in astonishment. 
They realised that this coin, so well hidden in “Mr 
Spanish’s” secret pocket, might prove to be a valuable 
clue to their mysterious guest’s identity. But also, it 
might prove the man to be someone undesirable. Was 
there a connection between him and the fellow with the 
curious tatooed design om his chest? 

“Let’s take this coin over to Wu Sing,” Frank sug- 
gested. “Perhaps he can identify it.” 

‘The Chinaman’s store was only a few streets away. 
‘The elderly man greeted the boys courteously. 

“You have brought more coins perhaps?” he smiled, 
“J shall be glad to help my friends.” 

“Just one more, Wu Sing,” replied Joe. “We've 
never seen anything like this piece. Show it to him, 
Frank.” 

The boy handed the coin to him. Wu Sing took it 
over to the window and examined it carefully. Looking 
puzzled, he opened a drawer and removed a well- 
thumbed book, He turned page after page, comparing 
pictures of coins with the unusual gold piece. 

“This is most strange,” he mused. “Most strange, 
T have no record of such a coin as this.” 

He held it deftly between his thumb and first finger, 
Then he dropped it on the counter and listened to its 


ring. 

“Tt is genuine gold. My book gives no record of any 
1725 Spanish coin of this kind. Mr Carter perhaps can 
help you.” 

“We'll ask him,” said Frank, 
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‘The boys thanked Wu Sing for his trouble and hur- 
Tied out. But instead of going to visit Mr Carter, they 
_ headed for home. 

“Perhaps we're just wasting time,” Joe suggested. 
"The thing for us to do is to show this to ‘Mr Spanish’. 
He may be able to tell us all about it.” 

However, when their visitor saw the gold coin, he 
_ gazed at it in complete bewilderment, 

_ You say you found this in a pocket of my coat?” he 
asked, his accent more pronounced than usual. 

“A secret inside pocket. The men who robbed you 
“must have overlooked it.” 

“A strange coin,” mused “Mr Spanish”, examining 
_ the money. “Very strange. Very old. But no—it means 


‘Perhaps 
“This isn’t the sort of gold piece the average man 
_ would carry around with him.” 

“Mr Spanish” sighed. “Perhaps I have been a coin 
“collector, Who knows? But I cannot remember.” He 
- passed. a hand wearily across his eyes, “This gold 
piece means nothing to me at all.” 

_ “I’m sorry,” said Frank kindly. 

_ The boys learned that Mr Hardy expected to be 
home for a few hours. Since they were not needed to 
watch their guest, they set out to call on Mr Carter. 
"The numismatist was deeply interested in the coin, but 
he also could not identify the strange piece. Disappoin- 
ted, Frank and Joe went on to see Doctor Wakefield. 
“The elderly professor became excited when he saw 
the coin, but could shed no light on the mystery, 

“If that coin is a genuine issue,” he declared, “it 
“must be very rare. I have no record of anything like it. 
aa 
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rarity. This piece is probably worth thousands of 
dollars.” 

‘The boys did not tell him they were not particularly 
concerned about the value of the coin as a collector’s 
item, What interested them most was the connection 
the coin might have with the strange case of “Mr 
Spanish”, Frank was particularly intrigued by the 
curious similarity between the woman’s head stamped 
on the coin and the woman's head tattooed on the hold- 
up man’s chest. 

“Do you think it might be a symbol of some kind?” 
suggested Joe, as he and his brother walked towards 
home. “Maybe it isn’t a real coin at all—just a sort of 
token. Perhaps an identification disc for members of @ 


Frank thought Joe might have stumbled on a bril- 
liant idea. 

“Tt could be that,” he agreed. ‘That would explain 
why the coin collectors haven't any record of the piece.” 

“In that case,” continued Joe, “it could mean that 
‘Mr Spanish’ and the tattooed man——” 

“Are members of the same outfit?” 

Joe nodded. Both boys were troubled, They knew 
there was a good chance that Joe’s guess might be cor- 
rect, But they did not want to think so, 

“T can’t believe it!” Frank said. “ ‘Mr Spanish’ is a 
gentleman. Surely he couldn’t be mixed up with any- 
one like that hold-up guy!” 

“‘After all we don’t know anything about our visitor, 
‘We like him, and he seems to be a fine fellow, but we 
could be wrong. Remember, he has lost his memory. 
When he is in his right mind he may be a dangerous 
crook.” 


“That's true.” 
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‘The boys were passing Wu Sing’s store at that par- 
ticular moment. They heard an urgent tap on the win- 
dow. When the Hardys looked up, they saw the elderly 
merchant beckoning to them from beyond the glass, 
: “Did you find out something about the coin, Wu 
" Sing?” asked Frank eagerly when they went inside. 

The old Chinese seemed disturbed. “No, it is not 
_ about that coin,” he said. “It is something else, Please 
to come into the back room.” 

When they entered the little office, Wu Sing care- 
' fully closed the door. Then he unlocked a desk drawer, 
_ “After you left this afternoon,” he said, “I received 
a letter—a threatening letter. I think you should see 
it” 

He handed the boys a sheet of paper. They read in 


Wi Sing: It will be a lot healthier for you if you keep your 
‘mouth shut about coins from now on, After this when the 
| Hardys come round asking for information tell them to mind 
“their owm business. If you don’t pay any attention to this 
“letter you will be looking for trouble. 


: 
: 
: 
: 
1 


+12. 
Blackbeard 


‘Tus threatening letter to Wu Sing was crudely scrawled. 
in pencil on cheap paper. No name wassigned, Silently 


“No. Some unworthy person laid it on counter while 
I was in office,” replied the Chinese, 

He had no idea who that individual might have 
been. 

“This is not good,” muttered Wu Sing. “I do not | 
wish trouble. Maybe you should not come here again.” 

“Have you shown this letter to the police?” asked 
Frank. 

Wa Sing shook his head. By bringing the police into 
the picture, he explained, he might be creating the 
very trouble he wished to avoid. 

“Bad men write that letter,” he declared tremulously. 
“Better I should do as they say.” 

“Well, we certainly don’t want to get you into hot 
water,” Joe told him, ‘We'll steer clear of your place 
from now on. If we really need your advice, we can 
always reach you by phone.” 

‘Wu Sing smiled gratefully. He shook hands warmly 
with the boys as they left, and it was plain that he was 
relieved by their willingness to spare him embarras- 
ment, 
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“It proves we're bothering someone,” Frank said as 
__ the boys walked home. “But whom?” 

“And why?” added Joe. “We don’t know whether 
_ the letter referred to the coins Chet found or to this 
gold one.” 
____ Late that afternoon Fenton Hardy decided to make 
_ a quick trip to Washington by plane to complete plans 
for his business trip. He took the Spanish coin with him, 
“Perhaps one of the experts down there can iden- 
_ tify it,” he told his sons, “I'll be back tomorrow. No 
_ doubt I'll have something to tell you then.” 

The boys spent the rest of the day at home, for Aunt 
Gertrude insisted that “Mr Spanish” should not be 
"left unwatched a minute. Their guest, polite and grate- 
_ ful for all the kindness the Hardys had shown him, was 
"quite unaware of the fact that he was an object of such 
"concern. The boys entertained him with stories of some 
of their detective adventures, and he listened with rapt 
_ interest, 
_ “You must be experts in—what do you say—de- 
' duction!” cried “Mr Spanish”. “If you have solved 
_ other mysteries, who knows but that you can solve this 
mystery of mine. Who am I? Where do I come from? 
Why am I here?” 

“We're trying, ‘Mr Spanish’,” Frank assured the 
man. “You can depend on it, we'll do the best we can.” 
‘As soon as Mr Hardy returned from Washington the 
next day, he told his sons that even a government ex- 
_ pert had been unable to give him any information 
about the strange gold coin. 
“For the time being, I'll turn ‘Mr Spanish's’ case 
"over to you,” he said. “‘See what you can make of it. 
Frank, give this coin back to our guest.” 

‘As Mr Hardy planned to be at home all evening, 
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there was no need for the boys to remain. Immediately 
after an early dinner they slipped out of the house. 

“T have an idea,” said Frank mysteriously. “It 
might not lead to anything, but I think it’s worth trying. 
Come on.” 

He led the way through the streets of Bayport, head- 
ing towards the docks section. 

“T don’t get this,” said Joe. “What have you in 
mind?” 

“Tattoo marks,” declared Frank. “What type of 
men go in for tattooing?” 

“Lumberjacks and—and sailors!” 

“Right. And here we are, living in a coastal city, 
and didn’t even think of it. Ten chances to one that 
hold-up man is or has been a sailor. The place for us 
to search is along the docks.” 

“For a man with a Spanish woman's head tattooed 
on his chest?” ‘ 

“Or for someone who knows of a man with a Spanish 
woman's head tattoed on his chest.” 

Bayport’s dock area was a picturesque but squalid part 
of the city. The streets were dark and crooked, crowded 
with second-hand stores, cheap hotels, and shabby res- 
taurants, There was an unpleasant odour of strong 
food in the air. Mahogany-tanned men in sea-caps and 
jackets strode the streets, ambling along with the rolling 
gait peculiar to sailors. 

“Not very pleasant here,” said Frank. 

In front of a shabby restaurant known as The 
Mariner’s Coffee House a car was parked. The boys 
had almost passed it when Frank suddenly turned and 
gazed at the vehicle, 

“T may be wrong,” he said quietly, “but this looks 
mighty like the hold-up man’s car!” 
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Joe whistled softly. “Are you sure?” 

“I can’t be sure. I only got a glimpse of it, but this 
is the same make and model, same colour—and one of 
"the side windows had a crack in it, just like this one.” 
Joe looked at the Mariner’s Coffee House. 

: “Think your hold-up man may be in there?” 

“Could be. Let’s go in and look around.” 

_ Joe held his brother back. “If we do that and he 
recognizes you, he’ll just clear out. Suppose I go in 
alone. If the man’s there, he won’t recognize me,” 

“How are you going to find out if he has a tattooed 
chest?” 

“] have an idea about that. You wait round the cor- 
ner and keep an eye on this car.” 

Joe opened the restaurant door and stepped inside. 
It was a noisy, smoky place. Two or three sailors were 
_ perched on stools at a counter. Others were sitting round 
’ tables at the back of the restaurant. There was a good 
deal of hearty talk and argument. A mechanical piano 
_ was jangling away, adding to the cheerful racket. 

Joe felt a little out of his element at first, but he had 
resolved on the part he was to play, so he did the best 
“he could, He pulled his hat down over one eye, swag- 
"gered up to a table and sat down, He ordered a sand- 
wich. While waiting to be served, he noticed an elderly 
sailor at the next table, The man’s hands were blue 
"with tattoo marks, 

“Say, old-timer,” drawled Joe, “I been thinkin’ of 
gettin’ Sipser Lia alent 
"job like that one o” yours?” he 
and revealed a complicated design of flags and serpents 
‘on his arms. 

“Can’t get a job this like done here in Bayport,” he 
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boomed. “‘Ain’t nobody round this town can do a good 
tattooin’ job. New York or New Orleans or Frisco, 
maybe. But not here.” 

A dark-skinned man with shifty eyes half turned 
round from the counter where he was eating, and 
listened intently, In a few moments he left by a side 
door, hurrying off to the next street. 

Joe paid for his sandwich and carried it over to the 
old sailor’s table, “Mind if I sit down?” 

“Make yourself at home, sonny.” He called over to 
a companion nearby, a youngish, sallow-faced man. 
“Steve, here’s a kid says he wants a tattooin’ job. I’m 
tellin’ him to lay off these local experts. That right?” 

“Sure, you're right.” The sallow man lounged over 
and pulled open the front of his shirt. Across his chest 
was tattooed a partiotic design of the Statue of Liberty, 
completely surrounded by stars. “Now that was done 
in Rio, Took hours. And did it hurt! But it was worth 
it,” he added proudly. 

Most of the men in the restaurant knew one another, 
Everyone suddenly became personally interested in 
Joe’s tattooing problem. They gathered round. Some 
advised him against being tattooed at all at his age. 
‘They said he might regret it later. 

‘Two men gave him the addresses of tattooing experts 
in other coastal cities. Several revealed strange marks 
on their arms and chests, and launched into long 
stories telling how the operations had been performed, 

‘Joe saw nothing of a tattoo design of a woman’s face 
with a Spanish headdress, He brought up the subject 
Casually. 

“Design I had in mind, if I ever do get tattooed, is a 
woman’s head. Do you think a good tattoo man could 
put one on my chest? Something Spanish?” 
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“Sure—a real tattoo artist could make any design 
_ you like. Can't say I've ever seen one like the kind you 
mention, though,” declared the old sailor. 

none of the others had either. So after a 
_ while Joe said goodbye and swaggered out of the place. 
_ Round the corner he found Frank. 
“Any luck?” he asked his brother eagerly, 
Joe shook his head. “I learned plenty about tattooing, 
and saw practically every design in the place, But no 
_ Spanish woman’s head.” 

“TI wonder how that car comes to be parked here? 
Let’s hang around for a while. If it belongs to the hold- 
up man, he may not have gone into the restaurant at 

H all. He may be in some other joint nearby.” 

| ‘The boys sauntered along the street. At the end of 
| it they turned and strolled back again, keeping the 
_ parked car under observation. They were nearing The 
_ Mariner’s Coffee House again when a raggedly dressed 
_ boy emerged from an alley across the street and whistled 
" to them shrilly. 
| 
} 
| 
: 
t 


“Hey—you in the blue jacket!” called out the lad to 
| Joe. “You're wanted.” 

“Who wants me?” 

“A man over in the next street gave me money to 
tell you he wants to talk to you. He says it’s important, 
leper a henipttcs rial 

The Hardy boys were suspicious, 
| “What's his name?” asked Joe. 

“T dunno his name, He’s a tattoo man. Hurry if 

Renicanaiag 
“You'd better be careful,” said Frank quietly to his 
brother. “It may be a trap. But I'd like to know what 
he wants.” 

‘They crossed the street. The lad turned swiftly and 
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led them down a dark alley into the next street, then 
into another alley. There he halted in front of a shabby 
little building, and beckoned to the boys. 

“Come on,” he called shrilly. “This is it. The man’s 
waitin’ .” 

“I don’t like the looks of this place,” muttered Joe, 
“but Pll go in. You'd better stay outside and watch, 
Frank,” he whispered. 

“Don’t you think we'd better stick together?” 

“JfT’m not out in ten minutes, you'll know something 
is wrong, and can get help.” 

“Right.” Frank turned and walked slowly down the 
alley. 

“What's the matter with him? Ain’t he coming?” 
demanded the lad, who was waiting at the top of the 
steps. 

“No. Where is this tattoo man who wants to see me?” 

‘The boy opened the door and went inside. Joe fol- 
lowed him into a squalid, foul-smelling place. The win- 
dows were dirty. The walls were stained and grimy. 
Tn a cluttered front room a faded, hand-lettered sign 
on the wall proclaimed: 


“Expert Tattooing Done Here. Rates Cheap.” 


Near the door stood a half-naked, dark-skinned man, 
After telling the lad to wait outside, this strange person 
turned to Joe and said: 

“My master is ready.” 

He opened a door to an inner room. Joe gasped in 
astonishment. At a table sat an immense, coarse-featured 
man, with a long, bushy black beard. He was dressed 
in pirate’s clothes, and in his belt were stuck a long 
knife and cutlass, 
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‘The fellow’s shirt sleeves were rolled up to the elbows, 
_ exposing muscular arms traced with a multitude of 

blue tattoo marks. 

“See them!” boomed the swarthy man, holding out 
his arm, “You ever see a tattooing job like that? Well, 
don’t let anybody tell you a good job can’t be done 
right here in Bayport. I’m as good as any artist in the 
business, see, and don’t let anyone tell you different.” 

_ Joe realized that somehow or other word had come 
to this queer individual from the Mariner's Coffee 

_ House that the boy wanted to be tattooed. 

_ “And why shouldn’t I be an artist at putting pictures 
‘on the human body that will stay on forever? I’m a 
decendant of Blackbeard. You've heard of Blackbeard, 

_ain’t 

_ “Blackbeard the pirate?” 

“The same. Bravest pirate that ever sailed the seven 

seas, My ancestor, him.” 

Joe gulped. He recalled that Blackbeard was known 
"to have been the cruellest and most ferocious of all the 
pirates who plundered and tortured in the waters of 

the Caribbean. If this person before Joe truly were a 

" descendant of this monster, anything might happen! 

“T'll try to get a look at his chest and see if that 
_ tattoo mark with the Spanish woman’s head is on there,” 

thought Joe. “Then I’ll get out of here as fast as I can.” 

“Yes, I’m Blackbeard the pirate too,” gloated the 
"man at the table. “And they say I look like my ancestor.” 

“‘Are your tattoo marks the same as his?” asked Joc. 

“Dunno,” said Blackbeard, “But I got some fine 

‘ones. Especially the picture on my chest,” 

__ The boy’s heart thumped as the man tore open his shirt 
front. His chest was a weird conglomeration of writh- 

ee 
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“‘Ain’t that wonderful?” cried Blackbeard. 

Joe admired the work, then started for the door, This 
was not the man who held up Frank. 

“Now look, sonny—you want to be tattoed,” Black- 
beard reminded him. “Well, I’m your man. And it 
won’t cost you much either. Twenty-five dollars, and 
if you know anything about tattooing, you got to admit 
that’s dirt cheap, In the big cities it would cost you 
twice as much,” 

Joe was evasive. “I’m not sure I want the job done 
right away. I’ll let you know.” 

“T’ll make it ten dollars.” 

“Well, I'll think it over,” said Joe, suspicious now, 
and becoming anxious that he might not get away 
unmarked, 

But Blackbeard was not to be put off so easily. He 
suddenly leaped up and lunged round the table. He 
seized Joe’by the collar. 

“Not so fast,” he growled menacingly. “You said 
you wanted to be tattooed, and you're going to be 
tattooed!” 


— ~ 


-13- 


The Police Hunt 


; 
Jon began to trgge. Bt Blackbeard wat song and 


“T'll tattoo you if it’s the last thing I do! I'll do it 
“for nothing!” He raised his voice, shouting, “Lopez! 
_ Come here!” 

A door opened. The servant rushed in and flung him- 
self at Joe. Against the two men the boy was helpless. 

“Quick!” panted Blackbeard. 

Joe tried to shout, but the pirate’s heavy hand was 
across his mouth, stifling any outcry. He fought with 
all his strength, but Lopez produced a length of rope 
_and whipped it round the boys ankles. In a few min- 
_utes he was bound, gagged, and thrust on to a table, 
: “Get the needle, Lopez!” ordered Blackbeard. 

‘The servant scuttled into another room, The pirate, 
his heavy arms folded, looked at Joe with a satisfied 
air. Then he reached down and ripped open the boy's 
shirt, 

; 
_ Joe was utterly helpless, yet he struggled grimly 

"against the ropes that bound him. Lopez returned and 
“handed Blackbeard a long, sharp needle in a holder. 
"Joe felt a stab of pain as the tattoo artist crouched over 
him and the needle pricked the skin on his chest, 

_ “You'll get a design you maybe never heard of be- 
fore,” grunted Blackbeard. “First, I prick the design. 

Then comes the dye.” 
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‘The sharp needle stabbed Joe’s skin again, 
“PU put the Curse of the Caribbees on you!” muttered 
Blackbeard. 


‘The Hardy boy wondered if he had heard right. The 
very expression “Mr Spanish” had uttered! Was the 
man at their house mixed up with this horrible-looking 
creature? 

“The mark will stay with you for life,” cried the pir 
ate. “And my days of bad luck will be gone for ever! 
Lopez, send for the other boy!” 

In the meantime, Frank had been on watch in the 
street at the end of the alley. Although after ten min- 
utes he was worried because his brother had not ap-_ 
peared, he decided to wait a few moments longer. 
During this time, the car he suspected of belonging to 
the hold-up man, passed him. A girl was driving, and 
there were no other passengers. 

“Well, that’s that,” thought Frank. 

‘When fifteen minutes had gone by, and there was 
still no sign of Joe, he determined to go for help, when. 


lad. He had gone not more than twenty feet when a 
eee A nedevr figure sprang into the alley 
on 


Frank’s cry of alarm was muffled by a heavy hand 
being clapped over his mouth. There was a brief, un- 
equal struggle. The boy fled into the shadows, his 
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‘treacherous work done. Frank was dragged inside the 
building and the door slammed shut. The alley was 
deserted. 

__ Back on the street, across from the Mariner’s Coffee 
Shop, another man had been watching the Hardy boys 
during their visit to the dock area. He was an old 
Chinese laundryman with twinkling, friendly eyes, 

While ironing shirts at the window of his tiny place 
of business, he had seen and recognized the brothers. 
‘The fact that they were friends of Wu Sing, who was 
a respected and powerful figure in the life of Bayport’s 
Chinese community, aroused his interest. 

When the old Jaundryman saw the boys follow the 

raggedly dressed lad, who was known in thé harbour 
area as a tout for gambling dens where sailors were 
sometimes beaten and robbed, he left his ironing board 
and stole out to investigate. 
_ After looking up and down various streets, and see- 
ing no sign of Frank and Joe, he telephoned Wu Sing. 
After this call, Wu Sing rang the Bayport Police Depart- 
ment. 


“TI am afraid the Hardy boys may be in trouble in 
the dock area,” he said. “I think perhaps you should 
go there quickly and find out.” 

When the message was relayed to Chief Collig, he 
wasted no time. He immediately ordered a car, and 
three policemen began a systematic search of the area 
pointed out by the laundryman. But there was no sign 
of the Hardys. 

“The boy you saw take them away. Who was he?” 
the Chief asked the laundryman 
_ “His name Sammy. Bad boy.” 

_ “I know him,” said the chief, “‘and the sooner we 
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get a hold of him the better. We'll concentrate on try- 
ing to find the lad.” 

Immediately he detailed two of his men to search 
the alley for Sammy, and before the lad could escape 
from either end, the two policemen were running to- 
wards him, one from each direction, Sammy dodged 
into a yard, but his freedom was short-lived. He was 
caught hiding behind a barrel. 

“Where are those boys you brought here?” demanded 
one of the officers, 

“Dunno,” 

“Oh, yes you do. Now look here, Sammy, tell me 
where the boys are.” 

Sammy would say nothing, but he rolled his eyes to- 
wards a house across the alley. 

“In there?” whispered his captor. 

Ghief Collig and the fourth policeman had arrived: 
Sammy knew the game was up. 

“Yes,” he gulped. “They're in the house of the guy 
with the black beard.” 

While a policeman held the lad tightly, the others 
strode to the door of the shabby house. Chief Collig 
ordered one of the men round to the rear of the build- 
ing, while he knocked loudly on the front entrance, No 
one answered. He tried to open the door. It was locked, 

“Break it in!” snapped the chief, 

His men threw their shoulders against flimsy 
structure. Hinges creaked and snapped at the im- 
pact. At the second onslaught the wood splintered and 
caved in with a resounding crash. The police stormed 
inside. 

A brief glance told them the front room was empty. 
‘They surged quickly into the tiny one at the back, 


14. 
A Valuable Letter 


Franx Harpy lay on a couch, bound and gagged. 
Joc had been left lying across the table, Blackbeard and 


this part of town, let us know in advance. If Wu Sing 
hadn’t tipped us off, you might have been in a bad fix.” 
_ “Wu Sing!” exclaimed Frank in astonishment, “How 
did he know where we were?” 
“From my very good friend,” said a voice in the 
Joorway. 

The group turned to see Wu Sing and the laundry- 


“Just like them,” smiled Frank. 

ee a epee harlipeera 
‘Then he turned to the Hardys, telling 

Siete otic defve thin hocne, 

“How did you get into this mess?” he asked the boys 

 sAapableens “Better own up. We don’t want 


rer esieceusacg ue iny Bad Gaooghs that 
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the man who had held up Frank might be a sailor be- 
cause of the picture on his chest, and of how they had 
been lured into Blackbeard’s house trying to find him. 

“Blackbeard, huh?” said Collig. “We'll try to pick 
him up. Never heard of him, or of Lopez, either.” 

“They'll probably smeak on board a ship and we'll 
never see them again,” grunted one of the policemen, 

Joe had not revealed that the man who called himself 
a descendant of a famous pirate had said he was going 
to transfer The Curse of the Caribbees to him. He did tell 
his brother and his father, however, as soon as they 
reached home. 

In the privacy of his study Mr Hardy listened in- 
tently to the whole story of his sons’ adventure. : 

“Well, you both have been very lucky, that’s all I 
can say,” he observed, when they had finished. “You 
might have run into very serious trouble. I think I'l 
call up Wu Sing and thank him.” 

Mr Hardy expressed his appreciation to the Chirtese 
merchant, and asked that the laundryman also be 
thanked. 

When the detective replaced the telephone receiver, 
he turned to his sons. “From what you tell me, I’m in- 
clined to believe Blackbeard is insane.” 

“He certainly didn’t act like a normal person,” 
agreed Joe. 

“Maybe he is mixed up with some gang,” offered 
Frank, “and isn’t crazy at all.” 

“True. While he is at large, I think you two boys had 
better take extra precautions,” said his father, 

“We might go out to Chet Morton’s place for a few 
days,” said Joe, wondering what his friend might have 
unearthed since he and his brother had left the farm. 


_ “I can get a plain-clothes man here any time I go 
away,” his father replied. “Go ahead to Chet’s. It’s a 
good idea. And now I believe we should talk to ‘Mr 
Spanish’. That remark of Blackbeard’s about the Curse 
of the Caribbees may have some significance for him.” 

‘The strange guest was called into the conference. He 
istened with grave interest while.the boys told him 
about their evening’s adventure, 

“Blackbeard? Lopez?” the man said finally. 

He closed his eyes, vainly trying to remember. Then 

Be iegardea his ficads heiplemty. 
_ “It is stupid of me. I am sorry, but I can remember 
nothing. About the coin found in my pocket, I remem- 
ber nothing. About the Ourse of the Caribbees—if I said 
something regarding it when I was in hospital, I do not 
remember. It means nothing to me. No—none of this 
brings anything to my mind.” 

“Well, don’t worry about it,” advised Fenton Hardy 
kindly. “Everything will probably come back to you 
before long. You may wake up some morning and re- 
member your whole past lift, as clear as daylight.” 

_ “TI hope so,” said “Mr Spanish” sadly. “It is a ter- 
rible thing to lose one’s past.” 

_ The next morning, the boys set out to stay at the 
Morton farmhouse. They arrived at the front gate just 
in time to overhear Chet’s father delivering a strong 
lecture to the crestfallen boy. 

" “Never in all my life have I seen anything like i'!” 
declared Mr Morton wrathfully. “I thought there was 
something suspicious. I never knew you to work like 
that before. But why in the world, when I give you a 
— 
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out making such an infernal mess, is more than I can 
understand,” 

“Well, I kind of got working on something else,” 
murmured Chet apologetically. 

“T should say you did. What were you trying to do— 
dig a canal?” 

Mr Morton looked up at that moment and saw the 
Hardys grinning gleefully at their chum’s discomfiture. 

“Come on in, boys,” he said cheerfully. Then he ap- 
pealed to them. “Did you see what this son of mine 
has done to that field? I ask him to dig a ditch, Just an 
ordinary, simple little ditch that shouldn’t have taken 
more than two or three hours. 

“And what happens while I’m away? He works mor- 
ning and night. He even camps down there. He sleeps 
and eats there. I came home last night and this morning 
I went down to see what he had done. And what do I 
find?” Mr Morton’s voice rose plaintively. “I discover 
that he’s gone and dug up half my field. It’s a mess.”” 

“T guess maybe we were partly to blame,” said Frank. 

Mr Morton was not inclined to believe this. “Don’t 
try to share the blame. You boys have good sense. You 
wouldn't go digging holes all over the place if you were 
asked merely to dig a ditch. But this son of mine—he 
makes an excavation job out of it.” He turned to Chet 
again. “What were you up to, anyway?” 

‘Chet gulped miserably. 

“Better tell your father about it, Chet,” suggested 
Frank. 

“Do you mean to say there is an explanation? That 
it wasn’t just plain nonsense?” demanded Mr Morton, 

Chet gulped again. 

“II was digging for buried treasure,” he faltered. 
“Buried treasure!” cried Mr Morton. “Now I’ve 
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heard everything. What on earth possessed you to dig 
for buried treasure down there?” 

“Because I found some,” muttered Chet. 


_ He fished out the old coins from his pocket and hand- 
‘ed them to his father. 

_ “That’s true, Mr Morton,” spoke up Joe. “We've 
‘been helping Chet. We were keeping the hunt a secret.” 
__ Mr Morton examined the coins. His manner sud- 
‘denly changed. 

_ “This is odd,” he said quietly. “Very odd. Buried 
‘treasure, ch? Do you mean to tell me you found these 
when you were digging the ditch?” 

_ “Both of them,” said Chet. 

The fat boy’s father looked up. “Well,” he said, 
“‘that’s different. Why didn’t you tell me about this be- 
fore? Because now I can tell you a secret. I’ve done a 
little treasure-hunting on this property myself, but I 
‘kept quiet about it because I thought the whole thing 
probably was a hoax.” 

" Chet’s eyes bulged. 

_ “Dad, do you mean to say you know there’s treasure 
buried somewhere round here?” 

_ “Tcan’t say I know for sure. But since you've actually 
found these old coins, maybe there’s something to it 
after all.” 

Mr Morton went on to say that shortly after he had 
bought the farm, he did some repair work on the house. 
While tearing down a wall that was in bad condition 
he had discovered among the debris a small tin box 
which evidently had been hidden in the wall. 

_ “The box contained an old letter,” continued Mr 
Morton, “‘A letter which told about a certain treasure 
it was to be buried somewhere on the property. 
Frank and Joe looked at each other. Mr Morton's 
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story had put a totally new light on things; not only on 
the idea of a treasure buried long ago, but also on the 
‘Hardys’ assumption that a thief had buried loot there 
recently. Now it looked as if the intruder had been dig- 
ging for the treasure. Since he had not returned, there 
came again the harrowing thought: had he found it? 

“Did the letter say the treasure was in the field by 
the brook?” asked Chet hopefully. 

“Tt merely said the treasure was in a field, but didn’t 
say which field. I can remember plainly the directions 
it gave. Ten paces west of the oak tree, four paces south 
to the white boulder, then seven paces east on a line 
with the brook. 

“*] did my digging in the field at the north boundary 
of the property, up by the head of the brook. There 
were a lot of white boulders there at the time, and I 
thought one of them might be the marker.” 

Chet was greatly excited. Gone were his doubts about 
the existence of the treasure. 

“Come on!” he yelled to Frank and Joe. “We're on 
the right trail now. Let’s get back to digging again!” 

“T'll get the letter,” declared Mr Morton enthusias- 
tically, starting for the house. “You boys go on down 
to the field.” 

On the way Frank asked Chet if Tony had come out 
to help him, 

“No, he’s working for his father. But I kept an eye 
on things!” he added 

‘When Mr Morton and the boys gathered by the 
brook about fifteen minutes later, the three chums 
gazed at the ancient letter in awe. The sheet was about 
ready to fall apart at the places where it had been 
creased. The ink had faded so much that the words 
were barely discernible, 
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“It must be very old,” remarked Frank, “A hundred 
years or more,” 
_ “Yes,” agreed Mr Morton, “but how valuable? 
That's the important thing.” 
__ “Ifthe coins we found are part of the treasure, maybe 
the letter is much older,” said Chet. 
_ “That's not likely,” guessed Joe, “because your house 
isn’t more than a hundred years old, is it, Mr Morton?” 
_ “The letter could have been taken there from an 
older house on the place,” Chet insisted. 
“Well, let’s get started. We begin at an oak tree,” 
said his father. 
__ The boys went immediately to the only oak tree that 


Epis pall ebredntabendoley 

- “It probably moved,” declared Chet, undaunted by 

this delay. 

_ “And now ‘seven paces east on a line with the brook’,” 

said Mr Morton, 

_ His son paced off the seven steps, came to a halt, 

and looked at his father. 

_ “If we dig round here,” the man said, “I believe we 

should be reasonably near the spot.” 

_ Spades were produced. Chet’s father, who had been 

scolding his boy not half an hour before for the amount 

of excavation work that had been done on the meadow, 

was soon digging with as much enthusiasm as the others. 
flew in all directions for several minutes. Then 
cried out suddenly: 

“Stop! Wait a minute!” 


15 - 
The Hidden Pit 


“T’vz rounp something,” puffed Chet, reaching into 
the hole he had dug. 

Red in the face and with teeth clenched, the youth 
at last succeeded in unearthing what looked like a box 
but it proved to be only a stone, rust in colour and 
nearly square in shape. 

“Aw gee, I thought I had the treasure,” groaned 
Chet, wiping perspiration from his Sorchcad..“Z. gueis 
‘we aren’t digging in the right place.” 

“You on mia toon ean adviaed 
his father. 

But after an, hour of hard work under the hot saz 
even Mr Morton began to reconcile himself to disap- 
pointment and defeat. They had discovered nothing. 

“Maybe we're in the wrong field,” suggested Frank 
hopefully. “Perhaps the boulder mentioned in the let- 


“Maybe I was right the first time in thinking that 
the letter is a hoax,” he said. 
Chet held to the opinion that the letter was genuine, 
and that they were looking in the wrong spot. 
“You boys will have to carry on alone,” said Mr 
= 
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Morton, “Treasure or no treasure, I have to get back 
to my work.” 

He took the two old coins from his pocket and handed 
them to Frank. 

“Suppose you show these to your father,” he said, 
Then he wagged a finger at Chet. “‘No more secrets 
from me, young man, If you find anything that looks 
like a clue to buried money, I want to know about it.” 

Chet promised faithfully to keep his father informed 
of everything that happened in the treasure hunt from 
then on. After the man had gone up to the farmhouse 
the boys began to search the other fields, but found 
neither oak trees nor white boulders. 

“We don’t even know if that letter refers to this 
farm,” said Joe. “It might have been brought here 
from some distant place.” 

“But how about that guy who was digging here one 
night?” asked Chet. “He must have known about it. 
Otherwise why would he have knocked me out? He 
probably was afraid that I would find the treasure.” 

“J still think,” maintained Frank, “that the fellow 
who attacked you wasn’t concerned with treasure. He 
was trying to find some loot he had buried round here.” 

“You mean lately?” 

“Yes. Something he probably stole in Bayport quite 
recently,” 

The Hardy boy had reached into his pocket, and 
drew out a map of the Bayport area. 

“What are you looking for?” asked Joe, 

“T have an idea,” said Frank. “Suppose that fellow 
who slugged Chet was the one who attacked ‘Mr 
Spanish’, and took cash, paper money, even jewellery 
from him.” 

“Yes, What of it?” asked Joe. 
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“Where does a thief usually hide after a robbery?” 
asked Frank. 

_ “The place where he lives,” replied Chet. “Or 


Frank took a pencil from his pocket and drew a 
‘straight line from the exact spot where “Mr Spanish” 
had been waylaid, through the Morton farm, and on 
into the country. It came to a place called Hixon, 

“You think the thief lives in Hixon?” Joe asked. 

“That's my. guess,” said Frank, “But I also think he 

buried the loot somewhere along the route on his way 
home. What say we follow the trail indicated by this 
pencil line? If the thief hasn’t already found what he 
‘was digging for, maybe we shall!”” 
“I believe you've got something there,” cried Joe. 
“If we don’t find the loot, at least we may find the 
thief.” Then another thought struck him. “But how 
‘would you recognize him if you did meet him?” 

“I don’t know,” confessed Frank, “but it may be 
that it’s the same fellow who held me up.” 

“Let’s go!” cried Joe, eager for action. “You lead 
the way.” 

The three boys started off in a westerly direction, 
They reached the far fence that bordered the Morton 
farm without finding any spot that might suggest a 
hiding place for loot. After climbing the fence, they 
set off in the direction of Hixon, 

“That map idea of yours is all right, providing the 
thief walked in a straight line,” objected Chet wearily. 
“But what if he didn’t?” 

_ “We'll have to take our chances on that,” replied 
Frank. “If he was in a hurry to hide his loot, he wouldn't 
wander all over the countryside.” 
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‘They had gone about a hundred yards farther when 
Chet spied a large, greyish rock in the grass some dis- 
tance ahead. 

“Say, that might be the white boulder mentioned in 
the old letter,” he cried excitedly. “Your ideais all right, 
Frank, but after all a buried treasure is more interesting.” 

“The boulder isn’t very white,” Joe remarked. 

“Tt could have been a few years ago.” 

“It’s too small for a boulder. And there’s no oak 
tree near it.” 

But Chet was not to be discouraged so easily. He 

raced ahead to investigate the rock. Suddenly he skid- 
ded to a stop. 
“Hey! Come quick!” he shouted back. “This looks 
like ing.” 
‘The Hardys sped to join him. What Chet had come 
upon was a shallow depression in the ground, 

“T'll bet the treasure is here!” he cried, and hurried 
back across the fence to get a shovel. 

‘When the Hardys examined the spot carefully, they 
saw that some of the grass was dry and dead. 

“Almost looks as if the turf had been dug up lately 
and then put back,” remarked Joe to his brother. 

“Earth does sink like this when a hole is dug and 
then filled in again.” 

“I’m sure the treasure isn’t here, but maybe the loot 
is!” said Frank excitedly. “The place is worth in- 
vestigating.” 

“In a few minutes Chet returned with a shovel and 
started to attack the depression in the earth. 

“Yes, sir, I’ll bet this is it. I wonder how much the 
treasure is worth, Thousands of dollars, likely. Oh, boy, 
bei ile ped Ak sherpa poe 
the buried treasure!” 
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“You haven't found it yet,” Joe reminded his chum. 
“J will!” declared Chet confidently. He stepped back, 
put down his spade, and rubbed his hands together glee- 
fully. “Yep!” the stout boy declared blithely, “I think 
T've fallen right into it this time——” 

Suddenly Chet seemed to lose his balance. He did 
a wild war dance trying to steady himself, Then the 
ground dropped from beneath his feet. There was a 
splintering crash, and he disappeared from view. 
_ The brothers rushed to the brink of the hole. 
“Chet!” yelled Joe. “Are you al! right?” 

From below came a wheezy gasp, followed by a 
splutter and a cough. 

“G-get me out of here!” 
_ The pit was about three feet across. The Hardys 
suddenly realized the sides might cave in and engulf 
their chum, but on investigation they found that the 
earth round the hole was solid. The walls were lined 
with stones. The boys peered down, but could not see 
their friend because splintered boards were sticking 
out from the sides of the pit. 
.. “I think I’ve broken my neck!” groaned Chet. “Lower 
a rope, somebody, and pull me out of here quick!” 
_ In a moment he struggled to his feet, and reported, 
to the others’ relief, that he was unharmed, He was 
only about ten feet below the surface, but when Frank 
and Joe tried to reach him, they found it impossible. 
Joe sped back to the tent for a length of rope. Frank 
stretched out on the grass at the top of the pit, and 
kept up Chet’s courage by assuring him that rescue 
would be only a matter of minutes. 

“What in the world do you suppose this hole is any- 

2 asked the fat boy. “It looks like a well, but f 
sn’t deep enough, and there’s no water.” 
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“Those are broken boards above you, aren’t they?" 
asked Frank, 

“I must have crashed through a platform. There pro- 
bably was loose dirt and turf on top of it, so I couldn't 


“J. don’t feel anything,” Chet called back after 
groping around. “It’s too dark to see, though. But 
when I fell in, I was sure I heard something hard land 
ahead of me.” 

Frank was thinking fast, A stone-lined hole, a plat- 
form—he remembered a story he had once read about 
some pirates who had buried their loot at various levels 
of a pit by building a series of wooden platforms at 
different heights. On each of these they had laid a part 
of their treasure and piled dirt over it all. 

Anyone finding the topmost hiding-place, which al- 
ways held the least in value, would conclude that he 
had found all the treasure. Frank wondered if this pit 
might be an ingenious hiding-place of this kind. He 
also immediately thought of the pirate Blackbeard and 
his tattooing descendant. 

Joe came scurrying back with the rope, and the 
Hardys lowered it to Chet. After much puffing and pul- 
ling, their chum was hauled to the surface, where he 


buried alive!” he grunted. “No more pits for me!” 
“What do you mean? Aren't you going down there 


Frank outlined his theory of the platforms and the 
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pit levels. Joe was impressed, and Chet’s eyes bulged. 
“You mean maybe some pirates built this thing?” he 


gasped. 

__ Frank shrugged, and began looping the rope under- 
neath his arms. “I’m going down to find out if any- 
thing has been hidden there, either long ago or recently.” 
’s too dark to see anything,” Chet warned him, 
_ “I happen to have a torch,” grinned Frank. “Come 
- on, boys. Grab hold of this rope and lower away.” 

___ He advanced to the edge of the pit and let himself 
_ over the side. While the others paid out the rope, Frank 
descended past the broken platform. Down at the bot- 
tom at last he turned on the torch, and began his in- 


vestigation. 

The walls were of solid stone, well built. It was pos- 
sible the place had originally been a well which had 
_ dried up. Perhaps the platform had been added recently 
by someone who knew the story of this method of 


hiding loot. 

“Find anything?” shouted Joe, 

_ “Not yet.” Frank’s voice was muffled. “But it sure 
- looks as if this pit was made for some good reason,” 

He now tackled the debris of loose dirt and shattered 
boards which lay on the floor of the pit, but his search 
revealed nothing. Above, Chet was growing nervous, 

for his chum’s safety. 

“For all you know, you may be standing on another 
platform right now,” he shouted down. “If the floor 
should cave in, we might never get you out. Better give 
up and come back. Your father and mother wouldn’t—” 

Suddenly Frank called out. There was a note of 

excitement in his voice. 

“T think I’ve—yes!” he cried. “Haul away, fellows! 

T’ve found something!” 
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The Leather Pouch 


Curr and Joe hauled wildly at the rope to pull Frank 
from the pit. He was soon at the top. In his arms he held 
a leather pouch. 

“Treasure!”" whooped Chet, almost letting go the 
rope in his excitement. 

‘The pouch, large and heavy, was tied with a leather 
thong. Joe opened it and peered inside. 

“What is it? What is it?” babbled Chet. 

Joe dug his hand in and produced a palm full of 
coins. Chet gave a loud cheer. Frank grabbed the 
pouch and turned it upside down, dumping its contents 
on the ground. In awe the boys gazed upon several 
hundred coins; some gold, some silver. 

“We've found the long-buried treasure!” shouted 
Chet, “Hey, what’s the matter with you, Joe?” 

The other was examining the money in his hand, 
‘Then he looked at the pile on the ground. 

“That's funny,” he said, “There's nothing on these 
coins, I can’t tell what kind of coins they are. The im- 
pressions have been melted off them.” 

This was true, Each piece in the heap was merely 
a disc of metal, dateless and faceless, with every clue 
to its identification erased, The boys sorted them out, 
Not a coin had been overlooked in the melting process, 

“Why would anybody do that?” asked Chet, be- 
wildered by the discovery. 
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“So the coins couldn’t be traced if they had been 
stolen,” Joe answered, 
“But they're no good this way,” objected his fat chum, 
“No, but they could be melted into a big lump of 
gold or silver and sold.” 
“Or restamped by a counterfeiter,” added Frank. 


“No,” said Frank, “The fellow who had these coins 

put them here recently, This leather pouch is new.” 
In dismay Chet looked at the bag and had to agree. 
“Here I thought the buried treasure was mine, and 
now—Say,” he said, “how do you explain this pit? 
Don’t tell me your thief dug such a big hole for just 
one little bag of coins!” 

“The pit must have been constructed a long time 
ago,” said Frank slowly. “Maybe your treasure was 
buried there and someone dug it up recently. The thief 
may even have melted off the markings on the coins 
he found and then put them back here in a new bag.” 

“['Il bet there’s a lot more money down in this hole,” 
said Chet, cheerful again. “How about that idea of the 

platforms?” he asked, “Perhaps the one I fell through 
is just the first of several. Even if these coins aren’t 
part of the treasure, the stuff mentioned in the letter 
may be hidden down there.” 

The boys talked things over. It was decided that 
since Joe had not been down at all, he should be the 
one to go, He picked up the rope and a shovel. The 
other two lowered him carefully into the pit. 

On the floor Joe rammaged through the debris, then 

began digging for another platform, After a while he 
gave the order to haul up. When he scrambled back 
to the surface, he shook his head. 
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“Solid bottom,” he reported. “Just earth and rocks. 
‘There was only one platform and only one pouch. We've 
found all there was to find.” 

“Now I don’t know whether these coins are the 
treasure we're looking for or not,” sighed Chet. “‘Let’s 
take them up to the house and show them to Dad.” 

“All right, but first I'd like to investigate something 
else, Suppose you go on up to the house, Chet. I want 
to follow the line on this map and see if I can get any 
clues to the man we want to locate.” 

“T'll go with you,” offered Joe. 

Chet trundled off to see his father, while the Hardys 
searched the ground and also several farm buildings 
which were on the route. They found nothing. Pres- 
ently they came to the small town of Hixon. 

“Let’s ask a few questions round here and see what 
‘we can find out,” suggested Frank. “We might get 
wind of someone with a Spanish woman’s head tattooed 
on his chest.” 

“That’s right,” agreed Joe. “And there might be 
someone who collects coins or is interested in them in 
some special way.” 

The brothers separated and combed the town for 
information. An hour later they met at a restaurant. 
Each one reported total failure, 

“T guess my idea wasn’t so good,” Frank coobededs 
“Well, let’s get back to the Mortons.” 

“Before we do,” said Joe, “T'l phone home aiid see 


Such was not the case, as the boy learned from 
Aunt Gertrude. She had other information, however. 

THON Sel Goh TS LEE Reece 
sing back here,” she said. 
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“What's happened, Aunty?” asked Joe. 

____ “Plenty, Mr Carter’s coin collection has been stolen, 
He wants to see you boys right away.” 
“We'll get there as fast as we can!” 
Joe hung up, hurried to Frank, and reported what 
__ he had just heard, 

“How are we going to get to Bayport?” his brother 
; “There’s no train or bus from here, and we 
_ haven't a car or a bicycle.” 

“If my eyes don’t fail me, we'll go there by van.” 
said Joe. 

Down the street came an empty vehicle from the 
Prito Construction Company. On the driver’s seat sat 
the Hardy boys’ friend Tony, who worked for his 
father when he was not at school. 

“Hey!” yelled Joc. 

Tony grinned and pulled up at the kerb. “Want a 
ride? Free service to Bayport.” 

“You bet we do.” 

The brothers climbed aboard and soon they were 
home. Tony dropped them off near Mr Carter’s house 
where they found him talking to Chief Collig, 

“Tt was the hobby of a lifetime,” the collector was 

" saying sadly. “I spent many years collecting those coins, 
Now they’re gone. I suppose I'll never see them again. 

“Don’t give up hope,” said the officer. “We'll do 
our best to recover them.” 

The boys were told the story of the theft. Mr Carter 
had gone to bed the previous night after having spent 
a quiet hour rearranging his collection. The coins had 
been locked in a cabinet in his library. 

That morning he had found the cabinet door forced 
open and the collection gone. The thief or thieves had 
gained access by forcing one of the library windows. 
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“All we have to work on are a few footprints,” said 
Chief Collig to the Hardys. “But we'll solve the case.” 

“T’d like to see the footprints,” said Frank. “Do they 
match any you have on record, Chief?” 

Collig replied that they did not. He led the way out 
side and paused before the library window. A flower 
bed close to the side of the house revealed two marks. 

“The thief had to step in soft earth,” the chief pointed 
out. “That was a break for us. Those footprints may 
land him in jail.” 

Frank was down on his hands and knees examining 
the marks, Suddenly he straightened up and pulled 
something from his pocket. 

“What's that?” asked Collig. 

“Impressions of footprints I made a few days ago. 
Remember I brought them to 

ale gtr ores eowCetemer 
rassment as the boy compared the two sets of prints. 
They matched perfectly. 

“Well, I have to give you credit,” said the chief. 
“But I don’t know what good this information is going 
to do us, Where'd you see these footprints the first time?” 

“On Chet Morton’s farm,” replied Frank. “One 
night somebody knocked our friend out in a field. We've 
been trying to find the fellow ever since. This was the 
only clue we had, Now I’m certain he is a thief.” 

“Y'll call up some of the police departments in neigh- 
bouring towns and tell them to be on the lookout for 
anybody selling old coins,” said the officer, 

“How about Doctor Wakefield’s collection?” Joe sug- 
gested. “The professor may be next on the list if the 
thief is still in town.” 

“That's so,” agreed Collig. “I'll find out if he’s had 
any trouble.” 
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“Perhaps it wouldn’t be a bad idea to keep an eye 
on his house,” suggested Joe. “You might catch the 
thief red-handed.” 

“Just what I had in mind,” declared the chief 
hastily. “You took the words out of my mouth. Ill set 
a trap. I'll have this case cleared up in a few hours.” 

Frank and Joe winked at each other. After the 
officer had gone back to headquarters, the younger boy 
said: 

“If there’s any excitement around Doctor Wakefield’s 
place, I’d like to be in on it. Jerry Gilroy’s house is just 
across the street from the doctor’s. Let’s ask Jerry to 
let us watch from a front window.” 

Frank was enthusiastic about the idea, He thought 
no one would come until after dark, so the boys went 
home for a while, instead of to Chet’s, They telephoned 
him, however, telling him about the matching foot- 


prints. 

“Maybe the fellow who knocked you out will be 
‘caught tonight,” Joe informed his chum enthusiastically. 

“Gee, I sure hope so,” replied Chet. 

He went on to say that his father had gone out, and 
so he had not had the chance to show him the melted 
coins. Chet promised to go back to the field and stay 


‘on guard, 

After darkness had fallen that night, the Hardy boys 
slipped from the house and hurried over to Jerry 
Gilroy’s. Jerry readily agreed to let them use the 
living-room as an observation post, and offered to help. 
The three took up positions behind the curtains, where 
they could see what was going on across the street. 

For a while nothing happened, Then Frank suddenly 
nudged his brother 
“Look who's coming!” 


Down the street shuffled a bearded, 
old man. He glanced neither to right nor to left. 

“Looks like Ratchy!” exclaimed Joe. 

They watched the old fellow’s progress along the 
pavement, On reaching the Wakefield house, he 
turned in at the front and slowly climbed the porch 
steps. They saw him stand for a few moments at the 
door. Then it was opened by Doctor Wakefield and the 
caller went inside, 

Ratchy’s visit was very brief, soon the door of the 
house opened again, Apparently Doctor Wakefield did 
not show his visitor out, for the caller himself closed 
the door, 

He crossed the veranda. Slowly he came down the 
steps and plodded off up the street. 

“Probably called on Doctor Wakefield to have an- 
other look at his collection,” said Frank. 

“And nothing happened,” added Jerry in disgust. 
“Why couldn’t we have a robbery or something? This 
street is so peaceful, I believe a little excitement would 
be a good thing for it.” 

“Nevertheless, it’s queer the way Ratchy keeps pop- 
ping up whenever we're suspicious of something,” 
Frank remarked, 

The boys watched the old man as he disappeared 
from view into the darkness beyond the corner street 
light. 

“Shall we go home?” Joe asked his brother. “I guess 
Doctor Wakefield’s collection is safe enough.” 

“Let's wait a while longer,” pleaded Frank. 

Another minute passed. Then abruptly the silence 
of the deserted street was broken by the shrill blast of 
a police whistle! 


The Second Burglary 


As soon as the whistle sounded, the Hardy boys saw 
a dark figure emerge from the shrubbery in the front 
of the Wakefield house and race down a path towards 
the back. 

“Come on!” shouted Joe, leading the way. “This 
looks like action.” 

‘The three boys leaped down the steps and tore across 
the street. As they ran, they heard two men talking 
excitedly in the back garden of the Wakefield place. 

“Bit me!” cried one. “Bit my hand as soon as I blew 
my whistle.” 

Frank and Joe realized that the two men were de- 
tectives from the Bayport police force, posted there by 
Chief Collig to guard against any attempt to steal 
Doctor Wakefield’s coin collection. 

“What happened?” shouted Frank, 

“I was watching the rear of the house, when a fellow 
sneaked down the side path and began working at the 
cellar door with a skeleton key,” said Detective Gibbs, 
nursing an injured hand. “I blew my whistle to warn 
Casey, who was watching the front of the place, The 
moment I whistled, a dog rushed out from nowhere 
and bit me.” 

“I think we'd better chase that fellow,” grumbled 


Casey. 
“I tried to catch him before he went over the fence,” 
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said Gibbs, “But I missed,” he added ruefully. “You 
can chase him if you want to, but Collig said to stay 
here,” 

Frank had a sudden thought. He remembered the 
episode at the Hardy home, when the house was en- 
tered while everyone was distracted by the dog fight. 

“While we're standing here talking,” he exclaimed, 
“perhaps the real thief is making off with Doctor 
Wakefield’s coin collection.” 

He ran up the back steps and tried the rear door. 
It was locked; but in a moment the professor opened 
it. Frank, followed closely by the other boys, hurried 
into the house, 

“What’s going on here?” demanded the old coin col- 
lector, who had on a dressing gown over his pyjamas, 
“A man can’t get to sleep in this neighbourhood any 
more without being kept awake by the racket, Whist- 
les, dogs, people shouting —” 

“Your coin collection, Doctor!” said Frank, “Is it 
safe?” 

Doctor Wakefield blinked at him in 

“Why shouldn't it be safe? I locked it up just before 
I went to bed, It’s in a cabinet in the 

He turned and led the way towards the front of the 
house, When he entered the living-room he gasped, 
then cried out: 

“My collection! It’s gone!” 

‘The cabinet had been forced open, The valuable 
coins had disappeared, 

Detectives Gibbs and Casey had followed the boys 
into the house, Now they looked dumbfounded and 
crestfallen, 

“But how could anyonesteal the collection from under 
our noses?” demanded Gibbs plaintively, “I was watch- 
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‘ing the back door like a hawk, and Casey was 
ties ice Eis Wared er has olson You Oneeytt 
he thundered. “Somebody must have got past you.” 

“Nobody went in the front door except an old man 
calling on the doctor, and he stayed only a minute.” 

“We saw him,” said Joe, 

“That was Mr Ratchy,” explained Professor Wake- 
field. “He wanted to see the coins, but I told him I was 
ready for bed and he'd have to come some other time.” 

“Let's see if the front door is unlocked,” suggested 
Frank, “He may have slipped the latch and sneaked 
in here while all of us were at the back.” 

The boys investigated the front door. Sure enough, 
the latch had been fixed! 

Doctor Wakefield was greatly upset by this loss, The 
boys did their best to console him, telling the elderly 
man that at least they had a clue to the thief. They gave 
the two detectives a complete description of Ratchy be- 
fore they left, 

“We'll get him,” declared Gibbs confidently. “Now 
that we know who he is, how can we miss?” 

After the Hardys had thanked Jerry Gilroy for his 
help and were on their way home, Frank pointed out 
that various elements of the coin case were beginning 
to dovetail. 

“I think the man who sneaked into our house and 
the thief who stole Doctor Wakefield’s collection are 
either in league, or the same man working with as- 
sociates. The scheme was carried out the same way 
both times, They staged a disturbance at the back of 
the house to take everyone away from the front.” 

“I believe you're right.” Joe agreed. 

It was late when the boys reached home, so they did 
not have a chance to show Chet’s coins to their father, 
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or to tell him about the evening’s affair and their dis- 
covery of the melted coins, until breakfast the next mor~ 
ning. Fenton Hardy praised his sons, and advised them 
to work on the mystery along the lines they had adopted. 

“Wish I could help you,” he said, “but I start this 
morning on my trip in connection with that stolen gold 
I was telling you about. I’m taking the ten o’clock 
plane.” 

“Will Frank and I have to stay here with ‘Mr 
Spanish’? ” asked Joe. “We'd like to work on the melted 
coin case.” 

“T’ll make arrangements to have a plain-clothes man 
come and stay here while I’m away,” replied his father, 
just as Aunt Gertrude entered the room. 

“What! Isn’t it bad enough to have the house all 
cluttered up with a crazy man for a guest? Now you’re 
going to bring a detective here to live. I won't stand for 
it! T'll leave.” 

“Now Gertrude, you don’t mean that, I’m sure,” 
said Mrs Hardy. “ ‘Mr Spanish’ is no trouble, and as 
for the plain-clothes man, he will be here for your own 


“There’s something mysterious about this whole 
business that I don’t know about,” grumbled Aunt 
Gertrude. “The boys are out at all hours of the night. 
Burglars get in here. A man without a memory eats 
and sleeps here, Why must I be kept in the dark?” 

Frank decided that it would do no harm to let her 
in on part of the mystery at any rate. From his father 
he got the two coins that had been found in the Morton 
field, 

“Tt all began with these, Aunt Gertrude,” he said, 
handing them to her. 

The woman took the objects and examined each 
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. with grim interest. Then, to the utter astonishment of 
her nephews, she looked up and said: 


“Well, as I live and breathe—a Pine Tree Shilling 
and a piece of Hog Money! Where in the world did you 
get these? They're very rare!” 

“Why, Aunty!” exclaimed Frank. “How do you hap- 
pen to know so much about old coins?” 

Aunt Gertrude had spoken impulsively, For a/ 
moment she looked flustered. Then she glared at her 
nephews. 

“Surely a body can have some secrets!” she said tartly. 

Whereupon, in considerable confusion, she stalked 
from the room, muttering something they could not 
hear. Fenton Hardy raised his eyebrows inquiringly 
and glanced at his wife. 

“Seems as if my sister knows a good deal more than 
we've given her credit for,” smiled the detective. 

Frank and Joe were thinking fast: first of the episode 

_ at the railway station when she told them about the 
counterfeit coins; now, of her revelation about Chet’s 
pieces; and last of all, her reference to a secret. 

“Aunt Gertrude accuses us of being mysterious,” 
said Joe, “‘She’s pretty mysterious herself, What do you 
suppose the secret is, Dad?” 

His father shrugged his shoulders. “I have often 
thought my sister should have been a detective,” he 
replied. “She certainly can keep things to herself, she 
reads character pretty well, and sometimes she hits the 
nail on the head by combining intuition with deduction.” 

“I wonder if she really does know something about 
coins and counterfeiters that we ought to find out from 

_ her,” mused Frank. 

“Tt would be a challenge to try,” replied Mr Hardy 

— 
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Counterfeits 


“Bovs,” said Mrs Hardy a few minutes after her 
husband had left for the airport, “do you mind going 
over to Mawling for me again this morning? I have 
more club funds to deposit in the bank.” 

Frank and Joe smiled at their mother. 

“Give us the money and we'll be off like a shot,” 
added Joe. 

Thus it happened that the brothers were in Mawling 
when Joe thought he saw old man Ratchy. While 
Frank went to the bank, Joe waited in the car, taking 
in the sights of the active little town. 

Small though the village was, it had two banks, 
facing each other in the main square. Joe, glancing 
idly round, saw Ratchy descend the steps of the Peoples 
Bank. The bent figure disappeared around the corner 
of the building into the next street. 

Instantly Joe jumped from the car and hurried across 
the square, When he rounded the corner of the Peoples 
Bank and looked up the side street, the elderly man 
was nowhere to be seen, 

“T wonder if he was Ratchy. Maybe I can find out 
in the bank.” 

He went inside. There were no other customers 
there at the moment, 

» “An old man was in here a few minutes ago,” Joe 
said to the teller. “Do you know his name?”* 
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to change some money.” 

“Dimes?” asked Joe. 

‘The teller glanced at him in surprise, 

“How did you know? Sure—he had a lot of dimes 
he wanted to change into notes. Several dollars’ worth.” 

“Did he tell you the money was the proceeds from 
a children’s entertainment?” 

‘Again the teller looked surprised. 

“You seem to know a good deal about the old fellow. 
What's the trouble? Anything wrong?” 

“Ifthe coins were counterfeit, you'd know, I suppose,” 
said Joe. 

“Counterfeit? I should say I would know. He couldn’t 
get away with trying to pass any bogus silver on me.” 

The bank teller opened a roll of the coins. He ex- 
amined several of them closely, tested the milled edges 
with his thumb, rang them on the counter. 

“They're good all right. What's it all about? What 
made you think they might be counterfeit?” 

“T didn’t think they were counterfeit. But I just 
thought I'd make sure.” 

Leaving the man scratching his head in some be- 
wilderment, the Hardy boy left the bank. He crossed 
the square just as Frank emerged from the other bank. 
Joe told his brother what had 

“Tt must have been Ratchy,” agreed Frank, “I wish 
you had followed him.” 

“What I can’t figure out is, if Ratchy is stealing old 
coins and is mixed up with counterfeiters, why would 
he go round changing good money at banks?” asked 
Joe, puzzled. 

“I have an idea about that,” said Frank. “Suppose 
the counterfeit coins were quarters and half dollars, He 
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wouldn’t try to pass them at a bank. He would go round 
to stores, making little simple purchases; a packet of 
chewing gum, or a newspaper, for instance. He’d get 
his change in small ones—good money in return for 
bad, Then he'd go to a bank whenever he had enough 
dimes to make it worthwhile, The dimes would be 
changed into notes.” 

Joe was sure his brother had hit upon the correct 
solution. He suggested that they investigate to see if 
Ratchy had obtained some of his coins in Mawling. 
A nearby store seemed to offer possibilities. They went 
in and asked an attendant if an old man had been there 
recently, 

“Yes, There was one in here about half an hour ago. 
He bought a packet of envelopes.” 

“Did he get change for a quarter or half dollar?” 

“I don’t remember,” said the girl. “Why?” 

“Will you see if you have any coins that aren’t auth- 

entic?” asked Frank. 

She looked at the Hardys strangely, but opened the 
cash register and produced several coins. She examined 
them, then rang each one against the wood. 

“Good as gold. Why do you ask?” 

“We're looking for fake coins,” said Frank, 

The boys went from counter to counter, but found 
no bogus money. They left the store, puzzled. Perhaps 
Frank’s theory had been wrong after all. 

In quick succession they visited a shoe repair shop, 
a newsagents, and an ice cream shop. In each place 

they remembered the old man. He had made small 
Ne nich ened change for a quarter or half 
dollar, But the money was genuine, 

Baffled, the brothers went into a café. It was near 
funch time, and they were hungry. They ordered sand- 
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wiches, and while they waited, they tried to figure 
out what was wrong with the theory. 

“Perhaps Ratchy really needed these things and he 
didn’t wish to run the risk of passing any bad money 
in the town where he changes his coins at the bank,” 
Joe suggested. 

“That could be the answer,” agreed Frank. “We 
may have to try to pick up his trail in some other town.” 

The sandwiches were ready. Frank paid for them 
and received change of a quarter. He looked atitintently, 


then nudged Joc. 
“This is just like the counterfeits Aunt Gertrude got 


Frank explained that the coin was bogus. 

The man picked up the coin. “Hm, it sure looks good. 
But I guess it isn’t.” He shook his head in disgust. 
“Someone must have slipped it over on me. I wouldn't 
‘want you boys to think J was trying to do that, though.” 

‘He was full of apologies, and gave them good money. 
Frank and Joe were excited. 

“Was an old man in here a little while ago?” the 
former asked eagerly. 

The restaurant owner reflected. “Yes. Old fellow 
with a beard. He had breakfast. Say, do you think it 
‘was him that gave me that bad coin? Now that I think 
ofit, he paid me with a half dollar and a quarter.” 

The man turned to the cash register and extracted 
a half dollar. It was a very cleverly made counterfeit. 
‘The victim fumed with anger. 

“Tf I ever lay my hands on that old rascal, I'll have 
him thrown in jail,” he declared. 

“Maybe we can help you in that,” said Frank, 
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tions,” suggested Frank. 
“‘All right. We'll meet here to report.” i 


After asking several more people if they had seen 
anyone answering the old man’s description, they met 
a little girl in a street on the edge of town. She nodded 
emphatically in reply to their enquiry. 

“T saw an old man like that,” she said. “He came 
up from the bank just ahead of me.” 

“Did you notice which direction he went?” 

“He didn’t go in any direction. He walked into that 
house across the street.” 

‘The youngster pointed to a small, neglected-looking 
place set back in a weed-grown garden. Frank and 
‘Joe thanked the girl, and hurried over to the house, 
which seemed deserted. They went up to the door and 
knocked, 

After a moment they heard footsteps. The door was 
opened by a burly individual of about thirty-five, 

“What do you want?” he growled. 

‘Then he frowned in sudden recognition. At the 
same moment Frank uttered a yell of astonishment, 
The man, untidily dressed, had his shirt open down 
the front, revealing an expanse of chest. 

Upon that chest was tattooed the design of a Spanish 
woman’s head! 


-19- 
The Fugitive 


“Tr’s the hold-up man?” cried Frank. 

‘The fellow with the tattoo leaped back and slammed. 
the door just as the youth sprang forward. The Hardy 
boys heard a key click in the lock, and footsteps thud- 
ding down the inner hall. 

“T'll go round to the back!” shouted Joe, 

He raced from the door, But there was no sign of the 

"man. He tried the back door, but it was locked. 

Suddenly the Hardys heard a heavy thud and a 
noise, as if someone had crashed into bushes. They ran 
to one side of the building just in time to see the tattooed 
man scrambling over a fence. The boys rushed after him, 


a re eee a reniber bene, 
wooden box. 


“Must be in there,” declared Joe breathlessly, 
Both boys pulled at the lid, which finally flew up, 
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leaped from the box. Joe tackled him by the legs, Frank 
flung an arm about the man’s neck. 

The fugitive struggled furiously, but the brothers 
clung to him grimly. Frank twisted his arms behind 
him until finally he yelled for mercy. 

“I give up!” he shouted. “Let go of me!” 

“How about that money you stole from me?” de- 
manded Frank, 

“Pll give it back, I promise, Let me up, and I'll give 
it to you.” 

The boys released him. Sullenly he dug into his 
pocket and produced a wad of notes, 

“You'll find it all there,” he growled, 

“So far, so good,” said Frank, “And now you'd bet- 
ter come along with us.” 

“You ain’t going to turn me over to the police, are 
you?” whined the prisoner. “I’ve given you back your 
money. What more do you want?” 

“You held me up, knocked me out, and left me in a 
ditch,” Frank reminded him. “That's a police matter.” 

“Aw, don’t do that, fellows,” begged their captive. 
“You got your money back, didn’t you? Do you want 
to see me sent to jail?” 

“What's your name?” Frank asked the man, 

“Butch Bauer. I’m a sailor,” returned the other sul- 
lenly, “‘Leastways I used to be,” 

“How did you get that tattoo mark on your chest?” 

“What do you want to know for?” 

“T'll make a bargain with you,” said Frank. “If you 
answer a few questions, I won't tell the police that you 
knocked me out. First, how did you get that tattoo?” 

“I wish I’d never seen the thing,” growled Butch 
Bauer. “I got it done in Mexico, I was in Vera Cruz 
and I ran into some old pirate who said he’d tattoo a 
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picture of beautiful girl on my chest. So this is what 
I got. And I’ve had bad luck ever since.” 

“Who did the tattooing?” asked Joc. 

“I don't remember,” grumbled Bauer. “Right after 
the job was done, I lost my money and missed my ship. 
From then on I’ve just had bad luck. Took to stealing, 
If you turn me over to the police now, it’s all up with 
me. Give me a break, boys, I’m not a bad guy.” 

“Was the tattoo man a fellow called Blackbeard?” 

Butch Bauer shook his head. “No, They called him 
‘Needles Ned.” 

“Did he have a black beard? Was there a fellow 
with him called Lopez?” 

Bauer hesitated a moment, then said he thought the 
tattoo artist was red-haired. 

“Ever heard of the Curse of the Caribbess?” asked 
Frank. 

Bauer looked at the boy in surprise, 

“T’ve heard of it okay. From Needles Ned himeclf.” 

“What did he say about it?” Joe asked excitedly, 

“Nothing much, but it seemed to make him happy 
to get the design tattooed on me,” 

Frank and Joe glanced at each other. The same 
thought had occurred to the Hardys. Perhaps this clue 
from Bauer, alight thought it was, might be of help to 
“« 

‘Mr 

“[ think you'd better come along with us,” said 
Frank to their prisoner, 

“You're not turning me over to the police?” whined 
Butch Bauer, 

“We want you to come home with us, A friend of 
ours is interested in the Curse of the Caribbess, We'd like 
you to tell him your story.” 

Butch Bauer was suspicious, But his objections to 
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going with the Hardys were quickly stilled when they 
threatened to turn him over to the police if he did not 
do so, Reluctantly, he accompanied them to Mawling 
and climbed into their car. Frank drove, while Joe took 
charge of the prisoner in the back seat. 

On the way home they asked Bauer whether he lived 
in the house where they had seen him. He said he did 
not, but would not reveal who did, nor his own address, 

“How about the old man? Does he live there?” asked 


“Never heard of him.” 

“Maybe that isn’t his right name,” said Frank. “He’s 
old and bent. Has a beard.” 

“Nobody like that was around there while I was in 
the house,” replied Bauer. “Leastways I didn’t see him: 
but then I wasn’t there long.” 

The sailor would not say why he had come to the 
place, and remained silent for the rest of the journey, 

When they reached the Hardy house, they saw “Mr 
Spanish” sitting on the lawn enjoying the late after- 
noon sunshine, As the boys came up the path with 
Bauer, they watched the men closely to see if there was 
any sign of recognition, But the two regarded each other 
impassively, 

“You've never seen this man before?” Frank asked 
Bauer. 

“Stranger to me,” granted the prisoner, 


‘The fellow repeated what he had already told the 


. “Vera 
Cruz—the tattoo man—the curse—it brings back noth- 
ing of my old life.” 

He got up from his chair and walked sadly into the 
house, 


“Well, that didn’t do much good,” grunted Bauer, 
“How about letting me go now, huh?” 

‘The boys were dubious, and just at that moment the 
plain-clothes man came out of the house. 

' “Mr Hardy said I might go out when you boys re- 
turned,” he declared. “He says you——”” 

Just then the detective saw their prisoner. 

“Why, it’s Butch Bauer!” he roared gleefully. 

‘The man lunged and tried to escape, but the plain- 
clothes man’s big hand closed on his collar. 

__ “We've been looking for this guy for months! Wanted 
for half-a-dozen hold-ups and burglaries. 

He snapped handcuffs on his struggling captive. 

“Where'd you find him, boys? Why, this fellow 
Bauer is one of the meanest thieves in the state.” 

The boys explained where they had picked up Bauer. 
They said little about his hold-up of Frank; only enough 
to let the plain-clothes man know why they had cap- 
tured him, 

“T guess I’d better search you,” said the detective, 
going through the man's pockets, 

He brought out various articles of little value. The 
Hardys looked on, not particularly interested until 
some coins were produced from the prisoner’s trousers. 

“Let me see those,” said Frank excitedly. 

‘When the boy inspected them, he was sure they were 
counterfeit. Bauer looked frightened but said nothing. 


“Where'd you get these?” Frank asked him, 

“] dunno, Some store, I guess.” 

The other did not believe him, 

“We'll get it out of him at headquarters,” said the 
plain-clothes man, “Come along, Bauer.” 

He dragged the protesting prisoner away. 

“So he’s a big crook after all,” said Frank to his 
brother, “That hard-luck story was just a lot of bluff,” 

“Now I’m more convinced than ever there’s some 
connection between him and Ratchy!” exploded Joe. 
“He just wouldn’t tell us!” 

The boys went indoors. Frank telephoned to Chief 
Collig, telling him about the coins and suggesting that 
the police in Mawling watch the house where they had 
found Butch Bauer, 

Aunt Gertrude came into the hall a moment later 
carrying a tray. She looked a bit flustered when she 
saw her nephews. 

“Mr Spanish’ looked so peaked and tired when he 
came in, I thought I’d take him up a snack,” she ex 
plained. 

‘Asshe disappeared round the turn in the stairs, Frank 
winked at his brother. f 

“There,” he said, “is the lady who wasn’t going to 
stay in the same house with ‘Mr Spanish’, ” 

The boys heard their aunt knock at the door of the 
guest room, Then came the sound of the door being 
opened. 

A second later the brothers were startled to hear a 
loud exclamation from Aunt Gertrude. It was followed 
by a crash of dishes, 

“Great Scot, what's happened?” yelled Joe. 

“Perhaps ‘Mr Spanish’s’ memory has returned!” 

The Hardy boys rushed up the stairs, 


Melted Coins 


Franx and Joe hurried into the guest room, ‘Mr 
Spanish’, looking very bewildered, was sitting in an 
Bertats by the window, with Aunt Gertrude standing 
beside him in the scattered debris of broken dishes. 

“Please give it to me!” she was begging. “It can’t be 
of any value to you.” 

‘The man stared at her in perplexity. In the palm of 
his outstretched hand the boys saw the queer gold coin 
they had found in the secret pocket of his suit. 

“I—I'm sorry,” he said. “But I feel that I cannot 
part with this.” 

“What good is it to you? Why do you want to keep 
it? Please!” 

Frank and Joe had never before seen Aunt Gertrude 

so pathetically anxious. She was like a child begging 
for a new toy. But “Mr Spanish” demurred. He closed 
his hand over the piece of money, 

“It ig all I have,” he objected. “AIL I have from my 


“Oh, very well,” she said. “Keep it if it’s so precious 
to you. But I should think a man who is living with 
» 


strangers——’ 
“Mr Spanish” flushed with embarrassment. He got 
up from his chair. 
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“If you mean this coin should be wsed to pay the 
expense of my food and 

“T didn’t mean that,” declared Aunt Gertrude, 
realizing she had spoken too hastily. 

“T must leave here,” said the man with dignity. 
“After all, it is not right that I should stay and be a 
burden to strangers. I shall go at once.” 

Frank stepped forward. “Please wait a minute, ‘Mr 
Spanish’, ” he said. “You mustn’t do that. In the first 
place, we're not strangers. At least, I hope you don’t 
regard us that way.” 

“And in the second place, you didn’t force 
on us, We invited you here,” added Joe, “Isn't that 
right, Aunt Gertrude?” 

“Of course that’s right,” she agreed, eager to make 
amends for the trouble she had caused. “The man is 
talking perfect nonsense. We're delighted to have you 
here, ‘Mr Spanish’, ” She gathered up the last of the 
broken dishes. “Don’t know what came over me,” she 
muttered. “When I saw that coin——” 

She piled the fragments on the tray and hurried from 
the room. Frank and Joe had to exert all their powers 
of persuasion to convince their guest that he should 
stay, but he finally agreed. 

“You are all most kind,” he smiled. “I should have 
known that none of you would make me feel unwelcome, 
L hope some day to be able to repay you. And now,” he 
held out the coin, “if you will give this to the lady ——” 

“Oh, no,” said Frank. “You may need that some 
day to help prove your identity.” 

They refused to accept the gold piece. Later, down- 
stairs, they explained to Aunt Gertrude that the strange 
coin was the only clue they had towards helping them 
learn who “Mr Spanish” was, Frank told her that it 
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had been hidden in a secret pocket of his suit, and there- 
fore must be precious. 

“Up to now we haven't been able to find out what 
the coin is,” said Joe, “Apparently it’s very rare.” 

“Why didn’t you tell me this when you found it 
out?” demanded Aunt Gertrude. “That's what comes 
of keeping secrets from me. My goodness, I can probably 
solve this whole mystery for you myself.” 

“Do you mean you know something about ‘Mr 
Spanish’ and the gold coin?” gasped Frank. 

“] know more than I’m telling,” said his relative mys- 
teriously, and refused to discuss the matter any further, 

The next morning Fenton Hardy returned from his 
business trip. His sons could hardly wait to hear the out- 
come of his endeavours, and wondered if he had been 
successful in solving the mystery of the shipment of gold. 

“As a matter of fact, I was partly successful,” the 
detective told them as the three sat in the library soon 
after his return. “That suggestion of yours, Joe, was 
what really put me on the right track.” 

“What was that?” asked his son in 

“You had an idea that the coins might have been 
melted down, so that’s the lead I was following. I dis- 
covered that an old gold mine in the west coast had 
been bought cheaply by a group of men from the east, 
although everyone thought the mine had been worked 
out years ago. The surprising part of it was that they 
began shipping gold bars to the government soon after 
Se ln yi hy a ck ay ao 


oevAnd hadn’t they?” asked Frank. 

“No. The mine had been worked out. There wasn’t 
any ore in it, and after a time it was abandoned. I dis- 
covered that the men were using the place as a blind. 
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They were receiving gold bars probably from the east, 

reshipping them from the mine to the government, and 
ing paid well for them.” 

“So that’s the way the thieves disposed of the foreign 
gold?” Frank questioned his father, 

“Yes, My theory is that some of the bars came from 
the gold coins that were in the shipment. They were 
melted down. The thieves probably figured out this 
method of getting rid of them without being caught.”” 

“I wonder if they’re the same crowd who are behind 
the counterfeit silver coins that have been circulating 
round here,” Joe said, 

“Maybe,” returned his father, “but I’m inclined to 
think the local outfit works on a smaller scale. Possibly 
they're a cheaper gang of crooks who would steal any- 
thing. They may have taken over some of the equip- 
ment of the gold syndicate. At any rate, it is now my 
job to track down that equipment and the men who 
sold the gold to the government.” 

“Wasn't anyone at the mine when you got there?” 

“No, The outfit had been gone some time, But I had 
a good chance to look round.” Mr Hardy examined 
some notes he had made on his trip. “Frank,” he said, 
“‘will you run upstairs and get me one of my old letter 
files from the attic? I had some special correspondence 
about gold a few years ago, It’s a file marked ‘G’, You'll 
find it on an old table at the head of the attic stairs.” 

His son was glad to be of service, He hurried to the 
“ides Layette erates em cate 
stairway leading to the attic. 

Te struck him as odd that the door was not tightly 
closed. Ordinarily no one would go into the attic for 
days at a time. Now Frank had a strong conviction 
that someone had just come down or had just gone up. 
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I aii el tbghe ls sate an Aunt 
Gertrude had left the house, and “Mr Spanish” was 
out walking with the plain-clothes man, 

Quietly Frank examined the steps, They were slightly 
dusty, revealing footprints. They led all the way up the 
stairs. There were none leading down. 

Was another burglar in the house? Whom would the 
boy meet if he should ascend? 

Breathless with excitement, Frank walked up on tip- 
toe. A step creaked. In the attic he thought he heard 
a rustle. He stood motionless for a few moments, look~ 
ing up. There was utter silence above. 

He took another step, There was a second rustle. 
The boy was sure now that someone was in the attic, 

Suddenly he heard the distinct clink of a coin, as if 
it had dropped against another piece of metal, Frank 
stole on up the stairs. When he reached the level of the 
attic floor, he raised his head cautiously. 

There, not five feet from him, was Aunt Gertrude, 
kneeling on the floor beside an old trunk. Quite un- 
aware of the presence of her nephew, she was thumbing 
the pages of a book. 

For a moment Frank experienced keen disappoint- 
ment. That the mysterious attic visitor should be no 
one more sinister than Aunt Gertrude was pretty much 
of a let-down. Then he saw something else, something 
so significant, that he uttered a gasp of astonishment. 

‘On the floor beside the trunk was a great heap of coins! 

The boy’s involuntary gasp gave him away. Aunt 
Gertrude looked up in alarm. She opened her mouth 
and screamed, 

“Frank Hardy, what do you mean by spying on me?” 
she cried out in dismay. 
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Aunt Gertrude’s Hobby 


Aunt Gzrraupe later claimed that Frank had frightened 
her out of seven years of her life. As it was, honours 
were about even, because her scream had startled 
the boy so thoroughly that he almost had tumbled down 
the stairs, 

“My goodness, Aunty!” he sphittered. “It’s only me!” 

“Then you ought to be ashamed of yourself,” snap- 
ped the woman, still trembling from the sudden shock 
of seeing Frank. 

Frank was looking at the pile of coins on the floor, 
Aunt Gertrude flushed. 

“You were spying on me!” 

Her scream had aroused the rest of the household. 
First up the stairs was Joe. Next appeared Fenton 
Hardy. Finally came “Mr Spanish”, asking if he could 
be of any help. He had just returned from his walk 
with the plain-clothes man, who had gone out again 
on an errand, 

“Great Scot!” exclaimed Joe, when he spied the 
money on the floor, “Where did you find these, Aunt 
Gertrude?” 

The woman gave in. She flung up her hands in a ges- 
ture of a 

“Oh, all right—all right,” she said. “Now you know 
my secret. I suppose there’ll be no peace in this house 
until I tell you all about it. I've been collecting coins 
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for years, and keeping them in this trunk. I just came 
up here to have a quiet look at them, because I had 
an idea.” 

“Do you mean to say you collected all these, and 
never said a word about them, Gertrude?” asked 
Fenton Hardy astonished,. “I remember you had a 
small coin collection when you were a girl, but I didn’t 
think you had kept up the hobby.” 

“This is what it has grown to be now,” said his sister, 
indicating the imposing array of gold and silver coins 
on the floor. “It’s my hobby. I’ve spent a great deal 
of money getting these pieces together. Too much, in 
fact, That’s why I never said anything about them. I 
was afraid you’d think I was foolish.” 


It’s probably worth more now than what you spent on 
it? 

“In that case it’s worth a good deal of money,” she 
answered, “There are some very fine specimens in this 
collection.” Fondly she picked up one of the coins. 
“Here’s a Queen Anne shilling of 1706, issued just be- 
fore the Union of England and Scotland. And here’s 
a hammered shilling issued in the reign of Queen 
Elizabeth of England. Alll my coins have woman’s heads 
‘on them; I don’t buy any others.” 

Frank and Joe now knew why their aunt had been 
80 eager to obtain the coin “Mr Spanish” had. They 
Ry lative A deel en diet 
had a good knowledge of coins. 

‘Aunt Gertrude picked up another specimen from 
the heap. “Here is the only United States piece with 
ruler’s head on it. Do you know who that was?” she 
asked, 
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‘The Hardy boys aud the others shook their heads, 


Frank nudged Joe in excitement. Then he nodded 
at his father. 


It was apparent from “Mr Spanish’s” dexterity that 


“Do you remember any of them, ‘Mr Spanish’? 
asked Frank quietly, 

‘The man glanced up in surprise, as if suddenly real- 
izing where he was, The look of excitement and ani- 
mation that had made his face glow with interest as 
he examined the money vanished. He shook his head, 

“No—no,” he said slowly, “I am sorry. They mean 
nothing. And yet when I saw them, I found myself 
wanting to look at them, to handle them, It is very 
Fa eT tn a 
them.” 


Aunt Gertrude glanced at him suspiciously, 
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_ “T have an odd Mexican piece here,” she said. “It's 
_ a bit like the one you have downstairs,” She fumbled 
had in mind, “Does that recall anything to you, ‘Mr 
Spanish’? ” 

Their guest inspected the money carefully. But again 
there was no response, He shook his head. 

“I'm sorry,” he said, discouraged. 

“One thing I will say,” observed Mr Hardy to his 
sister. “As you know, there have been two thefts of 
coin collections in Bayport in the past few days. I 
hardly think it wise for you to leave such a valuable 
one as this in an old trunk in our attic,” 

“You're right, Fenton,” declared Aunt Gertrude. 
“As a matter of fact, that is one reason why I came up 
here—to see if the money was still safe. I think I should 
keep it under lock and key. In a vault.” 

“In Bayport?” asked Joe. 

“T have a deposit box in the bank at Hanover, That 
is where this collection is going. I’m taking no chances,” 
declared Aunt Gertrude firmly. “Will you boys help 
me pack up the coins, and drive me over to the bank 
first thing in the morning?” 

While Frank and Joe remained in the attic to help 
their aunt pack and sort the pieces, Fenton Hardy and 
“Mr Spanish” went downstairs, The detective asked 
his guest to let him sce the gold coin again. 

“If you don’t mind,” said Mr Hardy, taking paper 
and pencil from his pocket, “I’m going to make a 
tracing of this, It may be helpful.” 

When he had done this, he folded the paper and put 
it in an envelope. 

“If it will help me learn who I am,” said “Mr 
jpanish” seriously, “I shall owe much to this coin.” 
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The detective did not tell his guest, but his sister had 
given him an idea, He would send the tracing with a 
letter to Mexico City, Possibly the strange piece could 
be identified by the authorities there. 

Upstairs the two boys were working industriously. 
‘There was a good deal of detail involved in sorting 
out Aunt Gertrude’s collection the way she wanted it. 
Furthermore, every time she picked up a coin she gave 
a brief account of its history and probable value, Each 
piece had to be recorded separately in a small book. 
Before the boys knew it, an hour had passed, 

“Mother is calling us to dinner,” said Joe. 

“We've just about finished,” replied Aunt Gertrude. 

‘That night she slept with the valuable collection 
under her mattress for safe-keeping. The next morning 
she woke her nephews early, and shortly after nine 
o’clock they set out for Hanover in the car. Aunt 
Gertrude got into the rear seat with the collection, now 
securely wrapped in a box. 

“Keep to the main road and don’t dawdle,” she 
ordered Frank, who took the wheel. “I don’t want any 
more hold-ups. I won’t draw an easy breath until my 
coins are safe.” 

They reached Hanover without incident. Aunt 
Gertrude directed them down a street which ran paral- 
Jel with the railway track. There was a good bit of traffic, 
so Frank drove slowly, looking for a place to park. 

Suddenly Joe cried out in excitement, “Wait a min- 
ute! Look, Frank! Down the street!” 

From the bank, which was a hundred feet further 
on, emerged an old man who looked like Ratchy. 

“Watch him, Frank!” said Joe. “I’m going to find 
out what he was doing in the bank.” 

‘He scrambled out of the car and ran up the steps, 


1g0 ‘THE MELTED COINS 


At the same time Frank jumped out and took off in pur- 
suit of Ratchy, who was crossing the street. 

At the sight of the old man, the boys had forgotten 
everything regarding their original mission, Aunt 
Gertrude, fuming and muttering against boysin general, 
clutched the box of coins grimly, got out of the car, 

“TI never saw such boys,” she grumbled. 

In the meantime Joe had hurried up to a teller. 
Breathlessly he asked if an elderly customer had just 
changed a lot of dimes, 

“Plenty of them. Nearly twenty dollars’ worth. Why?” 

“Did he say how he got them?” 

“Children’s entertainment. Admission charges, he 
told me.” 

“Thanks a lot,” said Joe, and turned away. 

“Wait!” called out the teller. “Explain what this is 
all about? Is there any reason why I shouldn’t have 
changed the money?” 

“Sorry—I'm in a hurry.” 

Joe strode towards the door, failing to see Aunt 
Gertrude, who was just entering the vault at the back 
of the bank, Several people looked at the excited boy 
in wonder, 

When he got outside, his brother was not in sight. 
Neither was Ratchy. 

“Wonder where they went?” he thought. 

Deciding to ask Aunt Gertrude, Joe walked towards 
the car, Then he saw that she too had vanished, 

While he was pondering what to do, the Hardy boy 
heard the noise of a train, One was pulling into the 
local station just across the street. 

“T'll bet that’s where Frank is,” he decided, Bere! 
is going to take the train!” 
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Joe ran across the street and through the station en- 
trance. Near the line stood Frank, looking up and down. 

“All aboard!” shouted the guard. 

“Didn't you see him?” Joe asked his brother, gasping 
for breath, 

The last carriage passed by before the older boy an- 
swered the question. 

“No old man got on the train,” he reported. “Was 
the one in the bank 

“Yes, We mustn’t let him get away. He can’t be far 
off, We must find him!” 

Frank did not move, He was still looking after the 
disappearing train. 

“We've been tricked,” he said at last. “No old man 
came out of this station, but one certainly came in, I 
know it.” 

“You mean he’s hiding in this building?” 

“No, he got on the train.” 

“But you said ——” 

“There’s not a minute to lose! Follow me!” cried 
Frank, starting to run. 


+22. 


On the Trail of Lopez 


“WHERE are you going?” asked Joe, following his 
brother. 


“I'm going to follow the train in the car,” Frank re- 
plied, “We may be able to catch it at the nextstation,”” 

“But why?” 

“Ratchy certainly didn’t take long to make his get- 
away,” said Frank, as they ran. In fact for an old man, 
he was pretty quick. So I think he isn’t an old man after 
all, He’s a young fellow in disguise!” 

This idea had not occurred to Joe. But when he 
thought it over, he agreed that his brother might very 
well be right. After all, old man Ratchy had disappeared 
quickly and completely. He could have gone into the 
station toilets and in a moment removed wig, beard 
and long coat and put them into the hold-all which he 
was carrying, 

The brothers raced down the street towards the cor 
ner where they had parked the car. Aunt Gertrude was 
just returning to it. 

“Well, I must say you boys left me in a hurry!” she 

“What was the idea of running away like that? 
Thad to handle that safety box all by myself.” 

“We're in a hurry, Aunty,” panted Joe. He helped 
her into the back seat, slammed the door, then scram- 
bled into the front beside his brother. “We have to 
catch a train.” 
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‘The car shot forward. Aunt Gertrude uttered a cry 
of dismayed protest. 

“Now, wait a minute! Whats this all about? I’m 
not going on any wild ride—” 

The rest of her remarks were lost as the car zoomed 
along the road which ran parallel to the railway tracks, 
and Aunt Gertrude slid into the corner of the seat, 


Finally, as Frank guided the car out on the open road, 
Aunt Gertrude began to appreciate the excitement of 
the chase, 

“If that man is mixed up with counterfeiters, I’d 
like to get my hands on him too,” she said with vehe- 
mence. “I haven’t forgotten how I was robbed!” 

The next station was five miles away, but they over- 
took the train. It was just pulling in as the car skidded 
to a stop beside the entrance. 

“Pick me up at the next station, I'll walk through 
the train,” said Frank as he leaped from behind the 
wheel, 

He crossed the platform at a run and swung himself 
aboard the last carriage. Joe reversed thecar, and turned 
round to the main road. He passed the train about halfa 
mile down the road, and pulled ahead of it. The next 
station was eight miles distant, and he reached it a few 
minutes before the train came into sight. When it pulled 
to a stop, Frank descended from the first carriage. He 
was alone, From the glum expression on his face it was 
lobvioos that he hadn't located Raschy, 

“No luck?” asked Joe. 

Frank shook his head. “He may have been one of the 

"young men aboard, but I couldn't identify any of them 
as Ratchy, I went through every coach, Not a person 
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had a hold-all anything like the one I saw the old fellow 
ing.” 


carrying.’ 

Aunt Gertrude sniffed. 

“Now that this wild-goose chase is over,” she said, 
“perhaps you'll be good enough to take me home.” 

Chastened, the boys drove their aunt to Bayport. 
When they reached the house, their mother told them 
Chet Morton had telephoned a few minutes before. 

“He seemed very excited,” she said. “I promised 
you'd get in touch with him as soon as you came in.” 

‘When Frank called Chet, the fat boy was in such a 
state of elation that he could hardly speak. 

“C-c-come out here r-r-r-right away,” he stammered. 
“ve got big news, Run all the way. Ob, boy! Just 
wait till you see!” 

Chet hung up the receiver, 

“Sounds as if he’s discovered a gold mine,” said Joe 
when his brother relayed the conversation. “Let’s go 
out there right away and see what happened.” 

Mrs Hardy insisted that the boys have lunch first, so 
it was after two o’clock before Frank and Joe reached the 
Morton farm. There they found Chet alone. He was 
in the back garden, just finishing a plate of doughnuts. 
He was pop-eyed with excitement, 

“I found it all by myself!” he declared proudly, 
Jeading them into the house. “Saw a place that looked 
as if some fresh digging had been going on there, so I 
grabbed a shovel and went to work. Look!” 

On the kitchen table stood a box. Inside this were 
scores of gold coins. 

“The treasure!” declared Chet, slapping himself on 
the chest, and awaiting the congratulations of his friends, 

Frank and Joe examined the coins, In the bottom of 
the box they found some numbered cardboard tickets, 
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upon which were written descriptions of the pieces. 


Frank looked at the back of one of these closely. There 
were two tell-tale words: 


Carter Collection 


He glanced up at Chet. “You've certainly made a 
find. But I’m sorry to tell you it im’t the treasure you 
were looking for.” 

“What do you mean? Don’t you call that a treasure?” 

“In a way—yes. But really it’s a coin collection—the 
one that was stolen from Mr Carter’s house in Bayport 
this week.”* 

Chet was crestfallen, He had been so sure he had 
stumbled on the old treasure buried on the Morton 
farm that for a while he walked round the kitchen 
talking to himself ruefully. Finally he brightened up. 

“Well, it’s something to have found Mr Carter’s col- 
lection anyhow. I guess he'll be mighty glad to get it 
back, You fellows had better return it to him. After 
all, you were working on the case.” 

“Suppose you come along with us. You found the col- 
lection,” put in Frank, 

“Not me,” said Chet. “I’m going back to digging. 
T’ll find that buried treasure if I have to spend the rest 
of my life with a shovel!” 

‘The Hardys smiled. This was the first time in Chet’s 
life they had ever known him to be looking for work. 

“Where'd you find the coins?” asked Joe, 

His chum grinned. “I was following Frank’s route 
he drew on that map, just to help you fellows out. About 
five hundred feet beyond that old pit where I fell in, I 
saw the newly-dug spot I told you about.” 

“You're a real help, Chet,” said Frank, “It proves 
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to me more than ever that the thief or thieves we're 
trying to locate head from Bayport in a westerly direc- 
tion to their hideout, 1 mean to find that place one of 
these days!” 

The Hardy boys decided to return Mr Carter's 
precious coins at once. The numismatist almost wept 
for joy when he saw his collection, He would have re- 
warded the boys on the spot, but they insisted that 
Chet deserved all the credit, 

“In that case I’ll see that he doesn’t regret it,” de- 
clared Mr Carter, “I'll send him a cheque. That col- 
lection is worth more to me than I can tell you. But 
isn’t it strange that the thief buried it in a field?” 
score, but after they left the house, they freely discussed 
this aspect of the case. Joe’s theory was that the thief 
or thieves had hidden the coins in the field, with the 
idea of melting them down later to make counterfeits. 

“Why do you suppose they didn’t use the old pit?” 
said Joe. “Because they knew that it had been dis- 
covered?” 

“T think not,” replied Frank slowly. “In that case, 
they wouldn’t have hidden the Carter coins near the 
Morton property at all. No, I believe that the man 
who hid the melted coins in the pit was double- 
crossing his companions,” 

“You mean he never turned them over to the other 
thieves, and planned to go back for them later and sell 
them or melt them on his own account?” 

Frank nodded. “And I believe that person was 
Ratchy.” Then a new thought struck him, “By the 
way, we ought to tell the police that Mr Carter’s col- 
lection has been found. He is so overjoyed, it probably 
won't occur to him to do it.” 
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He stepped into a telephone kiosk in a nearby shop. 
‘As the boy had suspected, the police had not been 
told about the return of the coins. 

“That's fine,” said Chief Collig to Frank when he 
heard the news. “Maybe I’d better send some of my 
men out to those fields past the Mortons to do some 
digging. We may find the Wakefield collection, too.” 

“T believe Chet will locate it if it is there,” Frank 


replied, 

Just then Joe, who was looking out of the shop win- 
dow while his brother was telephoning, excitedly open- 
ed the door of the booth and touched Frank’s shoulder. 


crossing the street, hat pulled down low over his fore- 
head. Then the Hardy boy dashed from the shop. 

“Chief Collig!” said Frank urgently into the tele- 
phone. “I must go now. We've just seen Lopez, Can 
you get some men down here right away? We'll try to 
shadow him, I’m in a shop kiosk at the corner of State 
and Carteret Streets, Try to pickup our trail from here.” 

“All right, boy. Don’t lose him, I'll send a patrol 
car out,” promised the chief 

Frank ran from the kiosk, 

“Watch which way we go and tell the police when 
they come,” he cried to the astonished shop girl as he 
rushed out the door, 

Frank overtook Joe in the next street. Lopez was 
about fifty yards ahead, walking rapidly. He darted 
‘into an alley, crossed over into another street, threaded 
his way through a number of lanes and byways, and 
headed towards the dock area. 

“Pechaps he’s seen us and is trying to shake us off,” 
Joe suggested. 


pe Oe 
138 ‘THE MELTED COWS 

“Let him try.” Frank had already spoken to several 
people. Now he stopped for a moment at a fruit stand. 
“Do us a favour, please?” he said to the proprietor. 
“Watch us until we're out of sight, The police may be 
along in a few minutes. Tell them which way we went.” 

The man blinked. When the Hardys looked back 
as they turned the next corner, the fruit seller was still 
peering after them in perplexity. 

In this way, by speaking to one person after another, 
they tried to leave a trail as to the direction they took. 
But in the end, there was no one to whom they could 
give a final clue. In trying to find a person, the Hardys 
almost lost sight of Lopez. He seemed to vanish into thin 
air a moment after hurrying into a dark, narrow street. 
Joe spied him going up a stairway leading from the 
pavement, 

“There he is! Come on!” 

‘The brothers walked quietly up the steps, At the top 


sounding 

“Come in, boys! I was expecting you.” 

At the same moment a figure lunged at them from 
the shadows of the hall. Each of the Hardys was given 
a violent push, They stumbled forward into the gloomy 
room, As the door slammed behind them, the chuckle 


‘Lounging against the wall, his arms folded, was the 
sinister figure of Blackbeard in his full pirate’s outfit. 
When the boys turned to see who had thrust them into 
the room they saw Lopez, smiling evilly, his back 
against the locked door! 


The servant bowed. Blackbeard burst into a wild 
bellow of laughter. The Hardys were crestfallen, 

“Aye, lads,” roared the pirate, “it’s the sort of trick 
my ancestor Blackbeard himself would have enjoyed.” 

He rose, picked up a small carved chest from a table, 


Sepp eal renin reece mipgpeon 
Fearing they would be overcome by the 


“T have a story to tell you,” Blackbeard grinned. 
“But first you must be in the proper mood. Don’t 
try to get away, my lads.” 

He followed them, carrying the chest, The boys 
wondered if they should tackle the two men before 
they had a chance to execute some dire plan, Frank 
and Joe realized they might be tattooed with the Curse 
of the Caribbees, or become the victims of some other 
awful scheme of these pirates, 

“Let's fight em!” Joe urged his brother. 

But neither he nor Frank had the power to do so, 
Suddenly their muscles seemed to become paralysed. 
Slowly they sank to the floor, 
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The Pirate’s Clue 


Lopez propped the Hardy boys against the wall. They 
had never felt so odd before in their lives; their minds 
functioning normally, their bodies useless, 

“I’ve got a story to tell you,” roared Blackbeard, 
“before I tattoo you.” 

He straddled a chair resting his arms on the back. 

“It’s about coins!” he said abruptly. “It’s come to my 
ears that you're interested in *em.” 

The pirate smoothed his beard and went on, 

“There was a fortune stolen once,” he rumbled, 
“from a rich family in Mexico. I know, ‘cause the tale 
came to me from a dying sailor. He had it straight 
from one of them that stole the money, Hid it in a cave, 
the bandits did—a cave guarded by snakes,” 

Blackbeard pointed a finger at his unwilling listeners, 

“Bad luck came to every man who had anything to 
do with that stolen fortune,” he said. “‘One by one, the 
bandits died. The man who told me where it was 
hidden came to a bad end. I took a few of the coins 
myself, and I've lived to regret it, On account of the 
curse put on the money, you see!” 

“What curse?” asked Frank, 

“Why, the Curse of the Caribbees, of course,” roared 
Blackbeard. ‘The bandits didn’t know about that, or 
they’d never have stolen the gold pieces, It was put 
on all thieves who might steal any of "em, I guess it 
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‘was true, "cause it fell on me. But I tried to avoid it by 
acharm.” 

Blackbeard rolled up one sleeve and extended his 
bared arm, revealing the design of a coiled snake. 

"Twas said you could guard against that Caribbee 
curse by tattooin’ on this design before goin’ to the cave 
for some of the coins, But it didn’t do no good.” 

The pirate shook his head sadly. He reached into a 
pocket and took out a gold piece, 

“There you are, lads! One of the coins that’s re- 
sponsible for the Curse of the Caribbees.” 

By this time Frank and Joe had come to the con- 
clusion that Blackbeard was mad, but they forgot 
this when they looked at the coin in his hand. 

“It’s the same as ‘Mr. Spanish’s’ gold piece,” said 
Frank in amazement. 

How he wished he could get it. Here was a wonderful 
clue, yet he was helpless. 

“J also heard,” grinned Blackbeard, “that you could 
get rid o” the bad luck by tattooin’ this design on some- 
body else. And that’s what I aim to do right now! You 
won't get away a second time!” 

At that moment there was a thunder of footsteps on 
the stairs. Blackbeard leaped backwards. 

“Lopez!” he roared. “Bar the doors! Block the win- 
dows! They’re after me! "Tis the Curse of the Caribbees!”” 

There was a resounding crash against the door, 
Another crash, and the panels splintered. Chie! Collig 
and his men stormed into the room, Quickly they 
overpowered the struggling Blackbeard and Lopez. 

“But you can’t do this to me! I’m a descendant of 
Blackbeard, the most fearful pirate that ever sailed the 
Spanish Main!” roared the bearded prisoner, “I'll put 
the Curse of the Caribbees on you!” 
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“You watch your language and don’t start any 
cursin’ around here, or you'll be in more trouble,” 


Galigwavacd|bimsr"Go akong quietly’ ‘Your sailing 
days are over, Mr Pirate.” 

It was not until the uproar had ended that the police 
realized Frank and Joe could not get up. Collig was 
fearful of their condition, and took the Hardys home 
himself. Before they reached the house, the brothers 
fortunately were all right again. The effect of the strange- 
smelling incense had worn off completely. 

“We'll come down later to headquarters to talk to 
that tattoo pirate,” said Frank, as the police car dropped 
them off. 

Assoon as they entered the hous¢, the boys sought out 
their father in his study, and told him of their recent 


experience, 

“Blackbeard claims he knows where a fortune in 
coins is buried. They’re exactly like the one ‘Mr. 
Spanish’ has,” said Frank excitedly. “Do you think we 
ought to get the two men 

Mr Hardy was thoughtful a moment, “Did Black- 
beard tell you what the coin was?” 

“We didn’t have time to ask him.” 

‘The detective telephoned police headquarters and 
waited until the prisoner had been questioned. The 
report came back that the man did not know what the 
ereeee Game Picco was MssHiaerty Fang alias acne 
tohissons, 

BTiecght to ear fesechsenton Chaska ime uke 
said, “It would be best to do nothing more until I get 
word.” 

He explained how he had made a tracing of “Mr 
Spanish’s” coin, and sent it by air mail to Mexico, Half 
an hour later a reply came, 
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“This is a very interesting telegram,” he said. “The 
say that a large sum of money in commemorative coins 
like ‘Mr Spanish's’ were struck in 1725 for the Arezo 
family of Carabaya.” 

“‘Carabaya?” repeated Joe. “Maybe it isn’t the Curse 
of the Caribbees at all, but the curse of Carabaya!” 

Frank was already turning the pages of an atlas, 

“Here it is, Carabaya,” he said excitedly, 

“We're really getting somewhere on this mystery, 
now,” said Joe. “Do you suppose ‘Mr Spanish’s’ real 
name could be Arezo? I’m going to ask him.” 

“Not so fast, son,” his father warned the boy, “Re- 
member that two sinister characters, Butch Bauer and 
Blackbeard, both had something to do with the likeness 
of the strange Spanish woman’s head, which by the 
way is called Dofia Luisa. I'll call the State Department 
in Washington, and see if they have a record of any 
member of the Arezo family visiting this country.” 

In a few minutes he was speaking to a government 
official, The boys waited attentively until their father 
hung up. He smiled as he turned to his sons, 

“The present head of the Arezo family is Ferdinand 
Arezo, and he is now visiting in the United States!” 

“‘Mr Spanish?” exclaimed Frank, 

“Perhaps, I understand Seiior Arezo is about thirty- 
five years old, When he came to this country, he was 
accompanied by a servant named Manuel and a small 
dog called Chico,” 

“And has this Sefior Arezo disappeared?” 

“My informant in Washington didn’t know. For all 
he was aware, Sefior Arezo has been on a tour of the 
country. But if he disappeared, it might be some time 
before inquiries would be started about him.”* 


144 ‘THE MELTED COINS 

Again Joe mentioned taking this information to 
“Mr Spanish” at once. But Mr Hardy pointed out that 
he was afraid little or nothing would be gained by this 
method. If their guest could not remember his past, 
the mere mention of the name Arezo would hardly 
be likely to strike a responsive chord in his memory, 

“[’d like to try another plan,” he said. “Slip upstairs, 
Joe, and find out if ‘Mr Spanish’ is asleep. If he is, 
don’t waken him.” 

The boy went upstairs quietly and returned to report 


their visitor was 


impressions 
conscious mind will not. After all, “Mr Spanish’ hasn’t 
exactly lost his memory. No one ever does, He has 
merely lost the key, the associations that will awaken 
his memory, I think we'll go upstairs and pay him a 
visit.” 

Fenton Hardy explained his plan, It was very simple 
—+o simple that at first the boys doubted that it would 
work, But at least it was worth trying. 

Quietly they stole into the guest room, The curtains 
were drawn, “Mr Spanish” was sleeping soundly, 

‘The detective walked softly to the bedside, He leaned 
forward and spoke quietly: 

“Buenos dias, Seftor Arezol”* 

“Mr Spanish” stirred, but did not open his eyes. At a 

, signal Joe made sounds like the short, shrill barking 
of a small dog. 

“No, no, Chico!” said Mr Hardy sternly, 

‘Then Frank called out, “Manuel! Manuel!” 

“Mr Spanish” stirred restlessly, Fenton Hardy 
signalled to his sons, and they left the room as quietly 
as they had entered it, 
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24. 
A Strange Story 


‘Tue Hardy boys and their father waited just outside 
the door of the guest room. There, at some distance 
from the bed, they repeated their performance, 

“Manuel!” called Frank, 

Joe barked frantically. 

“Down, Chico! Down!” ordered Fenton Hardy. 
“I must go to Sefior Arezo.” 

Frank peeped into the room, “Mr Spanish” was 
awake, He was sitting up in bed, staring straight before 
him with a strange, fixed expression on his face, The 
boy walked into the room. 

“Good afternoon, Sefior Arezo,” he said. 

“Good afternoon,” returned the man with a puzzled 
frown, “‘Where is Manuel? Send him to me at once,”” 

“I am sorry,” replied Frank, “But Manuel is not 

» 


“Not here? But that is impossible. Manuel is al- 
ways—” Then the Hardy’s guest broke off in dismay 
as he looked about him. “Where am I? This room is 
strange to me. Who are you?” 

“Don’t you remember me? I’m Frank Hardy!” 

‘Now it was the boy’s turn to be astonished, because 
the man shook his head, 

“I have never seen you before. Please explain this, 
Who are you and why am I here?” 
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Mr Hardy and Joe came in quickly. 

“It’s all right, Sefior Arezo,” said the detective, 
smiling. ‘You are Sefior Arezo, aren’t you?” 

“But of course. Ferdinand Arezo.” 

“You met with an accident,” explained Fenton 
Hardy. “You have been very ill. But I assure you that 
you are with friends, We've been doing our best to 
look after you.” 

Sefior Arezo put his hands before his eyes. 

“Ah, yes,” he said. “I was walking down the street, 
Aman came up and spoke to me. Suddenly he struck 
me and I remembered no more.” 

“That was several days ago,” Frank told him. “Can 
you recall where you were and where you were going?” 

“In the city of—Bayport, yes, Bayport,” said Arezo, 
“I remember quite clearly. I was on my way to see a 
famous detective. His name—Hardy. Fenton Hardy, 
Of course I remember. Why shouldn’t I?” 

“Because,” said Mr Hardy, “ever since the moment 
you regained consciousness several days ago, you have 
been unable to recall anything about your past life. 
It wasn’t until we found a clue to your identity that we 
were able to arouse your memory at all.” 

Just then Aunt Gertrude came storming in. 

“Now what is going on here?” she demanded. 
“What is the idea of disturbing “Mr Spanish’ when he’s 
having his afternoon Z 

“And who is this lady?” inquired Sefior \Arezo 
mildly, 

‘Miss Hardy’s mouth opened in astonishment, 

“Well, I never!” she exclaimed. “Is this a game? 
Who am I supposed to be? Mother Hubbard?” 

“How do you do, Sefiora Hubbard,” said Arezo 
politely. 
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“Now wait a minute,” snapped Aunt Gertrude, 
“I’m in no mood for this sort of nonsense.” 

Frank and Joe were snickering quietly, enjoying the 
mutual bewilderment of Sefior Arezo and their aunt. 
Fenton Hardy turned to his sister, 

“He isn’t joking, Gertrude. He doesn’t remember 
you, or any of us, as a matter of fact. May I present 
Sefior Ferdinand Arezo, of Carabaya, Mexico, who 
has just recovered his memory?” 

Aunt Gertrude took some time to digest this state- 
ment. She still was unsure that a joke was not being 
played upon her. 

“Recovered his memory!” she snorted. “If you ask 
me, I think he’s lost it worse than ever.” 

With further explanations, however, the woman was 
soon mollified and decided not to be offended by the 
fact that Sefior Arezo could not remember her. The 
man got dressed and came downstairs, where the family 
gathered in the living-room to hear his story. 

“T cannot tell you how grateful I am for your kind- 
ness,” he said, “It is so strange that I should find myself 
in the very home to which I was going when I was 
attacked.” 

The Hardys explained how this had happened, 

“Perhaps you will tell us why you were coming here,” 
suggested Frank. “Did your visit have something to do 
with the Dofia Luisa coins?” 

“Ah, you know of them? Yes, it was about the coins. 
You see, the pieces were struck in honour of my ances- 
tor, Dofia Luisa, over two hundred years ago. They 
were never used outside of Carabaya until her grandson, 
then an old man, set out with a great many of them for 
the coast. He intended to spend the rest of his life in 
Spain, but was killed in the hills of Mexico by bandits 
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who stole his money. Only a few of the coins ever 
turned up, because there was said to be a curse on 
them—the Curse of Carabaya.”” 

“My brother guessed that,” said Joe. “We heard it 
called the Curse of the Caribbees.” 

“Many people called it that, after a time, but it was 
the Curse of Carabaya. My father felt it was a disgrace 
to our family that the name of Arezo should be con- 
nected with such a story. He spent much time collecting 
any of the Dofia Luisa coins he could get, but the bulk 
of them never turned up. When he was dying, he asked 
me to continue the work. 

“I thought that some of the pieces might have fallen 
into the hands of collectors, so I used to carry rare 
coins with me. They helped as introductions to collectors, 
so that I could persuade them to sell me any Dofia 
Luisa coins they might have.” 

“Was that the reason for your visit to this country?” 
asked Mrs Hardy. 

“Yes, indeed, But I had not been here very long, 
when I was robbed of my coins. I sent Manuel and 
Chico back to Mexico and came on here to Bayport to 
consult with Mr Hardy about this.” 

“Why didn’t you report your loss to the police as 
soon as it happened?” asked the detective. 

“It was a delicate subject, I still had some Dojfia 
Luisa coins with me, and I was afraid of ridicule if the 
matter of the Curse of Carabaya should appearin the 
newspapers and get back to Mexico. I was told that 
there were no better detectives than Hardy and Sons,” 
smiled Sefior Arezo, “so I came here. But on my way 
to your house I waa attacked and robbed of everything 
I had with me. Beyond that I remember nothing.” 

“Perhaps you'll really think Hardy and Sons are 
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“good detectives,” said Joe, “if we can put you on the 
track of most of the other Dofia Luisa coins. Let’s 
get the car out of the garage, Dad, and take Sefior 
Arezo down to see Blackbeard.” 

“But this is amazing,” said their guest, as he stepped 
into the car a few minutes later, “I do not understand. 
This Blackbeard—who is he?” 

“He’s a bit crazy—thinks he’s a descendant of a 
pirate,” explained Frank, “but I believe he may know 
where those bandits hid the Arezo money. Blackbeard 
is down at police headquarters.” 

When the car pulled up in front of the building, Mr 
Hardy, Joe and the Mexican got out. But Frank re- 
mained behind the wheel. 

“Aren’t you coming in with us?” asked his father. 

“Tve just had a hunch about finding the coins that 
were stolen from ‘Mr Sp’—Sefior Arezo,” his son 
replied. “And also those melted coins. Do you mind if I 
take the car for a little while?” 

“Go ahead,” said Mr Hardy. “Have Joe go with 
you, After Sefior Arezo and I talk to Blackbeard, we'll 
walk home.” 

Joe climbed back in and looked at his brother, 
“What's your hunch?” 

Frank pulled a road map from his pockst. On it was 
the pencil line running from Bayport through the 
Morton farm to Hixon. 

“This may be another wild-goose chase,” he said, 
“but I don’t think so, Look at these towns on the 
map.” He pointed to Bayport, Mawling, Hanover. 
“What do you make of their locations?” 

“Not much,” confessed Joe. “Let's see, We caught 
Butch Bauer outside Mawling, heading towards Han- 
over, Ratchy was in Hanover and took a train.” 
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“Exactly,” said Frank gleefully. “If you draw a line 
from Mawling through Hanover, and follow the direc- 
tion of Ratchy’s train, you come to Tryton.” 

“Why stop there?” 

“Because if you continue the other line from Bayport 
through the Morton farm and Hixon, you hit Tryton 
also,” 

“Gosh, that’s clever, Frank,” his brother praised 
him. “Well, what are we waiting for? Let’s go to 
‘Tryton and find those men who stole the coins!” 

“And melted them,” said Frank, 

“And made counterfeits out of them!” added his 
brother, 

Frank drove as fast as he dared to the village they 
wanted to investigate. It was spread out over a large 
area, and included Upper Tryton, Lower Tryton, New 
Tryton, and Tryton Hills. 

“I couldn’t imagine a safer place for counterfeiters 
to hide,” grumbled Joe, after the boys had ridden up 
one street and down another for half an hour. “What 
say we stop for a few minutes and get an iced drink? 
I'm terribly thirsty.” 

“Make it ice cream cones and I'll wait in the car,” 
said Frank, “I may pick up a clue while you're in the 
café.” 

Joe disappeared inside, while his brother looked 
intently at each passer-by. Presently a car came along 
from the opposite direction and parked up the”street, 
some yards away from the Hardy boys. , 

Frank eyed the driver as he got out and went into 
the post office. He was an old man, At this moment 
Joe returned, holding two ice cream cones. 

“What’s the matter?” he asked, when Frank paid no 
attention to him, 
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“That car by the post office, An old man got out of it 
and went into the place.” 

“Who was he? Not——”” 

“TI merely got a glimpse of him. We'll watch and see 
if he’s Ratchy.” 

At that moment the old man came out of the post 
office, He headed straight for the car parked at the 
kerb, and settled himself behind the wheel. The boys 
waited expectantly, hoping that at last they were going 
to catch one of the counterfeiters, 

“He’s coming this way! If it’s Ratchy, we’d ‘better 
duck, so he won't see us,” advised Joe. “We don’t want 
to lose him again.” 

The boy put his head down on the seat, but Frank 
merely covered his face with one hand to hide his 
identity. He got a good look at the suspect and almost 
yelled in astonishment and delight. 

“A young man was at the wheel!” he-aid to Joe, as 
the car passed them, ‘“Ratchy does use a disguise! Now 
I'm sure of it!” 

“ He certainly gets it on and off fast, but he won't 
run away this time, Why do you suppose he changed 
80 sul 

Fay here been tipped ot by = pal tat you mT 
are here,” guessed Frank, 

Already he had started the engine, Now he pulled 
away from the kerb quickly and turned round, Then 
he shot off in pursuit of young Mr Ratchy! 


an 


The Capture 


“Ar vue rate Ratchy is driving, we’re going to have a 
job keeping him in sight,” said Joe to his brother, 

Instead of trying to overtake Ratchy, Frank deliber- 
ately slowed down and allowed a big truck to get 
ahead of him. The vehicle screened the boys from 
view, but occasionally Frank would pull over to the 
middle of the road to make sure the suspect’s car was 
still in front. 

By this time they were on the outskirts of Tryton, 
driving towards open country. Fortunately, the heavy 
truck also was headed out of town. It followed the other 
car almost as if the driver were shadowing him too. 

“I hope Ratchy doesn’t see us,” Joe said, “He'd 
change any plans he has in mind if he thinks we're 
closing in on him.” 

‘The man drove along at forty miles an hour down the 
main road, Finally he swung into a side road. A cloud 
of dust marked his course, 

The truck rolled on without turning. Frank steered 
the Hardy car into the side road. ‘ 

“Now Ratchy will see us,” said Joe anxiously, 

_“Perhaps not,” replied his brother. “The dust from 


‘The dust rose in a thick, billowy cloud. If Ratchy 
should look in his rear-view mirror, it was scarcely 
likely that he would see the car following him, 
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“Where do you suppose he is headed?” asked Joe. 

“Tryton Hills, I think,” said Frank. “This road 
doubles back there.” § 

It dipped and wound among uplands and valleys, 
At last Tryton Hills came in sight. Anxiously the boys 
watched the hovering cloud of dust. At the village it 
began to settle, 

Ratchy’s car was not in sight! 

In alarm the Hardys rode along the main street, Joe 
glanced up each side road, Finally, at the edge of town 
he excitedly asked Frank to stop. 

“There’s the car!” he cried. “Parked in front of an 
old house way back from the street. Let’s go!” 

“We'd better notify the police first,” said his brother, 

Frank drove past the corner and pulled in at the 
pavement. The boys got out, and called the local police 
from a telephone kiosk. 

“We can’t wait for them, though,” said Frank, after 
‘Joe had hung up. ‘We'd better go right to the house.” 

The man’s car still stood in front of the house. 

“Take the back door. I'll go to the front one,” said 
Frank as they hurried up the path. 

‘Joe slipped round to the back of the house. As he 

_ ducked past a window, he noticed that it was boarded 
_up. But he could hear voices inside, 

Frank went to the front door and knocked sharply. 
He heard footsteps beyond. A voice said: 

“Who's there?” 

Frank spoke gruffly. “Lemme in, Ratchy—quick! 
Hurry up!” 

A key grated in the lock, The door opened suddenly. 
‘The young man whom they had followed peered out, 
His eyes widened in alarm. 


154 ‘THE MELTED COINS 

“Oh, no, you don’t!” he snapped, and hastily tried 
to slam the door. 

But Frank had thrust his foot over the threshold, At 
the same instant he lunged inside, 
ry Rte pe pad dat! 


Frank tackled the fellow. From the other rooms of the 
house he heard shouts and the thud of running fect. 
There was a yell of fright as one of the men evidently 
bumped into Joe at the back door, 

Frank and Ratchy wrestled fiercely in the front hall. 
But the struggle was brief. As the man thrashed about 
wildly in his efforts to escape, there came the screech 
of brakes. 

A car ground to a halt in front of the house. Out 
jumped four policemen. They raced up the path and 
plunged through the open doorway. At Frank’s signal 
one of them pounced on Ratchy. 

The police completed their round-up quickly, Four 
suspects were overpowered. One of them, who had 
managed to get away from Joe, was captured after a 
sprint across the back garden, 

“T tell you I’m not mixed up in this, I’m not a 
counterfeiter,” he whined, “I just came here to deliver 
a parcel.” 

“Who said you were a counterfeiter?” demanded the 
officer, Then he yelled, “Glory be—have we rounded 
up a gang of counterfeiters?” 

Much to his astonishment, this proved to be the case, 
In the basement of the house was found a complete 
set of equipment for melting metal and stamping out 
quarters and half dollars. The Hardys also located a 
large quantity of coins that had not yet reached the 
melting pot, including Doctor Wakefield’s collection. 
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“Well, Ratchy—if that’s your name,” said Frank, 
“St looks as if your little money-making business is 
broken up.” 

“You haven't got anything on me,” the man growled, 
“I didn’t do any counterfeiting.” 

“Maybe not. But you got rid of the bad money. Also, 
you stole collections. And how about the melted coins 
you took from here and hid in the old pit near the 
Morton farm?” 

‘The last remark was a shot in the dark, but it told. 
Ratchy turned pale. 

“I don’t know anything about an old pit,” he said 
feebly. 

“What's this?” shouted one of the crew—a burly, 
red-haired man. He wheeled on Ratchy. “So that’s 
what you've been up to? Double-crossing us, hey? 
Pretending you were hiding only the coin collections, 
and all the time stealing the melted coins from us and 
putting them away for yourself.” 

“Double-crosser!” shouted another one of them 
angrily. “You've probably been working on the side 
with the Cawdry gang, you rat. You’ve been helping 
those gold guys that sold us the melting equipment.” 

“You talk too much!” shouted Ratchy, “‘And so does 
Butch Bauer, If he hadn’t squealed, we wouldn’t have 
been caught!” 

The Hardys smiled, for Bauer had confessed nothing. 
‘As the counterfeiter lunged at his pal in anger, the 
‘took firmer grips on their prisoners. 

“‘All right, break it up!”* ordered the sergeant in 
charge. “We'll hear all about this later. You fellows 


ean do your talking at headquarters.” 


‘At the police station the whole story came out, 
Ratchy, disguised as an old man, went from bank to 
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bank, telling the false yarn about the admission money 
from the children’s entertainments. Actually he had 
received them in change when passing worthless 
quarters and half dollars on unsuspecting people. 

His other work was stealing coin collections, which 
could be melted down for the sake of the metal, and 
hiding them somewhere for a short time. Two of the 
other prisoners, who operated the counterfeiting equip- 
ment, occasionally went along to assist him. With the 
aid of a dog or two, they helped to create a diversion, 
so that Ratchy could enter a house undetected. 

He also confessed that he had become frightened at 
the Bayport railway station when Aunt Gertrude had 
threatened to turn the counterfeit coins over to Mr 
Hardy. Using the disguise of a middle-aged man, 
Ratchy and his pals had tried to locate the tell-tale 
pieces at the detective’s home, but had failed. 

One of the hideouts of the gang was the house in 
Mawling where Bauer had been caught. The ex-sailor 
was a born thief, and went off on little excursions of his 
own to obtain additional cash for himself. Once, when 
Ratchy had sent him to spy on the Hardy home, he had __ 
overheard the story of the club money and robbed 
Frank of it, In his haste to get away, he had failed to 
find Chet’s coins. 

Frank asked Ratchy about the old pit near the 
Morton farm. “Did you build the platform in it?” 

“Yes, I knew about the pit. Butch told me a story of 
how pirates built pits with platforms, so I thought I'd 
try one, You guys are smart all right. You nearly caught 
me that night I knocked your friend out.” 

“You did a good job on him,” said Frank. 

“Did you forget where you'd buried the melted 
coins?” asked Joe. 


‘THE MELTED COINS 157 


Ratchy admitted that he had been confused in the 
darkness, He insisted he had found nothing in Chet’s 
ditch, 

At that moment Fenton Hardy and Sefior Arezo 
arrived, They had been summoned hastily from Bay- 
port. The Mexican joyfully identified a bag of coins 
salvaged from the basement of the old house as his 
stolen collection, 

But most interesting of all to Fenton Hardy was the 
clue about the Cawdry gang. When his sons told him 
about the slip one of the local counterfeiters had made, 
the detective asked Ratchy where the members of that 


proUp were. 

“Pl tell you where Cawdry is right now,” growled 
the prisoner vengefully. “It’s not going to help me to 
protect those big shots any longer. They’ve been black- 
mailing me ever since I bought this outfit.” 

“That was the bunch who operated the abandoned 
gold mine out west,” Mr Hardy explained later to the 
boys. “The last clue I needed to solve the mystery of 
the shipment of gold that disappeared from Bayport.” 

‘The next morning at breakfast, in response to mes- 
sages he had sent to a large city in a nearby state, a 
telephone call came for Fenton Hardy, The Cawdry 
gang had been rounded up. 

“A mighty fine piece of work you boys have done,” 
he smiled at his sons, after he had come back to the 
table with the good news. “You get the credit for 

‘ing the information that turned the trick.” 

“*A fine piece of work, too, which you all did for me,” 
said Sefior Arezo, “I shall be grateful always. Tomorrow 
I shall leave for Mexico. with Blackbeard. The police 
have agreed to that. The man has promised to lead me 
to the cave where the Doiia Luisa coins are hidden.” 
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“I hope it'll be safe,” sniffed Aunt Gertrude. “I 
thought he was supposed to be crazy.” 

“No, A doctor examined him,” said Fenton Hardy, 
“He merely has a quirk in his mind, based on fear, 
about the Carabaya curse.” 

“Did he ever have red hair and use the name of 
Needles Ned?” 

“No, only the name Blackbeard, He’s not a crook, 
either, He had nothing to do with Bauer or the other 
counterfeiters. Of course, a guard will go along, 20 
Sefior Arezo will be safe. From what Blackbeard told 
us in regard to the cave, we believe he’s telling the 
truth about the Dofia Luisa coins.” 

It proved, several weeks later, that the self-styled 
pirate had indeed been telling the truth. The Arezo 
fortune was found where he had said it was, and the 
family was happy to have its name no longer connected 
with the unpleasant story of the Curse of Carabaya, 
Blackbeard went back to sea, a happy man. 

“In the meantime,” said Sefior Arezo, smiling 


He handed her the Dofia Luisa piece. 

“Oh, I can’t take this. It’s too valuable,” objected 
Aunt Gertrude, greatly flustered. 

“But you must, After all, it was the clue that restored 
my memory, It would be ungracious of me tostake it 
away. Always,” said Sefior Arezo earnestly, “‘always I 
shall be most indebted to my dear friends, the Hardys.”” 

While Aunt Gertrude was blushingly accepting the 
coin, Frank and Joe exchanged glances. Their minds 
held the same thoughts. They were glad, of course, 
that the puzzle regarding their unexpected visitor had 
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been solved, and the mystery of the melted coins had 
been cleared up. Yet they felt a certain let-down 
feeling that nothing in the way of more detective work 
was 

Mr Hardy guessed what his sons were thinking about. 
‘He smiled and said: 

“Tt won’t be long before you boys will be working 
on something new, I’ll venture to say.” 

This was true. In a little while they were to find 
themselves involved in another mystery—The Mystery 
of the Spiral Bridge, 

‘Just then the doorbell rang. Mr Hardy answered. 
‘Two policemen stood there with a prisoner. 

“We have orders to see if Sefior Arezo can identify 
this man,” one of them said. 

The Mexican readily recognized the suspect, who 
turned out to be another counterfeiter, as the person 
who had beaten and robbed him. Mr Hardy closed the 
door just as the telephone rang. He answered it, and 
found the caller to be Wu Sing. 

“Have just heard coin thieves are safely in jail, so I 
shall receive no more threatening letters from them,” 
‘he said. “Please to give your fine sons my congratula- 
tions, They warned me to guard Chinese coins, I 
appreciate pieces never reached melting pot.” 

‘Mr Hardy barely had time to deliver the 
‘when the telephone bell sounded again. Frank answered 
it this time, 

“Listen,” squeaked Chet’s voice. “I’ve got big news!”" 

“So have we,” Frank told him. “We found the 
counterfeiters who melted the coins, and——” 

Chet interrupted him. “Tell me all about it tomor- 
tow, But listen to my news. J found the treasure!” 

“You're not fooling?” 
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“No sir-ee,” shouted Chet. “The treasure of the — 
Morton farm is ours. Remember the letter Dad found 
in the wall? Well, I read it again. Then I tried a new 
place a few feet away from the ditch. I hadn’t dug more 
than five minutes before I hit the treasure.” 

“Good for you!” whooped Frank gleefully. “What 
‘was it? Coins?” 

“Hundreds of ’em. And some old jewellery, too. And 
—and—_—” 

“Yes?” 

“Don't laugh. A book of recipes. My mother says 
she’s going to use em and make some of the finest 
cakes for me——” 

Frank was roaring with mirth. 

“Hey, if you don’t stop that, I shan’t tell you the 
Test,” complained the stout boy. “In the book was a 
letter. You fellows will be interested, because it tells 
about a mystery. I thought you’d want to solve it.” 

“Joe and I will be right over !” said Frank. 


- The Mystery of the 
Spiral Bridge 
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Swinowe Tactics 


The huge bear lunged from the cave 


Bad News 


“Cuecemare!” said Frank Hardy, as he glanced across 
the chessboard at his brother Joe. 

“Okay. You've got me.” Joe frowned at his trapped 
king. “I can’t keep my mind on the game, waiting for 
that call and wondering how Dad is.” 

Dark-haired Frank, eighteen, and blond Joe, a year 
younger, sat in their laboratory next to a short-wave 
‘radio set. The room, filled with the latest scientific and 
detecting apparatus, was located over the garage be- 
sind the Hardy home in Bayport. Suddenly a metallic 
ice filled the lab. Both boys became tense. 

“Radley calling Frank and Joe! Do you read me?” 

“Roger,” replied Joe. “Where are you, Sam?” 

“Fifty miles from Bayport. We ran into a storm 
vhich slowed us down. Jack Wayne is preparing to 
and, Incidentally, boys, we've been tailed all the way 
tom Kentucky! The other plane keeps just far enough 
\way so that we can’t identify it.” 

Frank pushed closer to the microphone, “How’s 
Jad?" 

“ ” 

“Well meaaneatuece waiting,” said Frank, 

. Over and out.” 
aaa Frank phoned Dr Bates, the family 
9 


—— 
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physician, who had already been notified that Fenton 
Hardy was gravely ill. The doctor promised to arrange’ 
for the ambulance to meet the plane. 

The brothers had hastened downstairs and entered 
the house by the rear door. The boys’ mother and their 
aunt, Gertrude Hardy, were waiting anxiously in the 
living-room. 

“Dad’s arriving shortly,” Joe announced. “Come on, 
‘We'll all drive to the airport.” 

‘The four Hardys hurried to the family car and Frank 
took the wheel. For a while they rode in silence, obli- 
vious of the pleasant air, reflecting on the near tragedy 
which had overtaken Fenton Hardy. 

Once a famous detective on the New York City 
police force, Mr Hardy now had his own successful 
investigating practice. He had often been assisted on 
cases by his sons, who had gained renown for their 
talent as amateur sleuths. Sam Radley was Mr Hardy’s 
able assistant, and Jack Wayne was his private pilot 
and close friend. 

Laura Hardy spoke up. “I had a strong feeling this 
case would prove unusually dangerous when Fenton 
agreed to accept it.” 

Mr Hardy’s assignment had been to investigate 
suspected sabotage on part of a road being built by the 
Prito Construction Company in the Kentucky wild- 
erness. Mr Prito was the father of one of the Hardy 
brothers’ best friends, Tony. 

A bridge on which the construction crew were work- 
ing had collapsed. The county inspector was accusing 
the firm of having used faulty material, although this 
had been ruled out by tests. However, Mr Prito had 
discovered that bolts had been removed from suppor- 


we 
——, 
‘ting steel girders. Inquiries among the workers had 
shed no light on the identity of the saboteurs 

The detective had flown to Kentucky in his per- 
sonal plane, piloted by Jack Wayne. But the day after 
his arrival Mr Hardy had mysteriously disappeared. 
Sam Radley had already been summoned to help on 
the case and was to have met his boss for a briefing at 
the construction site that same day. 

When Mr Hardy did not appear, Sam had gone to 
the neighbouring small town of Boonton, sure that the 
investigator would soon return. But Fenton Hardy was 
gone for almost a week. 

His family recalled vividly Sam’s account of the 
detective finally stumbling into Boonton, his hands 
manacled behind his back, gravely ill and delirious. The 
small local hospital had diagnosed pneumonia, but 
with baffling complications, and urged that he be re- 
turned home immediately. 

Sam had reported, too, that no clue had been found 
to explain who had held Mr Hardy prisoner, or where. 
Also, his briefcase was missing. 

‘As Frank swung into the parking area of the airport, 
Joe leaned excitedly out the window. 

“There’s Dad’s plane. Jack’s bringing her in!” 

Minutes later the family stood near the ambulance, 
waiting alongside the apron. The four watched the 
blue-and-white, single-engine plane glide to a landing 
and taxi up to the ambulance. 

‘Two white-coated attendants hopped out of the am- 
bulance and joined Frank and Joe as they rushed to 
the craft. The cabin door opened. Sam Radley poked 
his head out. “Your dad’s already on a stretcher,” he 
told the boys. 
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‘They leaped aboard. Both gasped at first view of their 
father. A rugged man, Fenton Hardy’s face normally 
had a healthy glow. Today he looked pale and drawn, 
and his eyes were closed. Gently the brothers and Sam 
lowered the stretcher to the attendants, 

Laura Hardy wept softly as her husband was carried 
towards the ambulance, and Aunt Gertrude tried hard 
to hold back her own tears. 

Joe bent over the stretcher. “Dad, can you hear 
me?” Mr Hardy's eyelids fluttered. His lips moved 
feebly, but no intelligible words came out. 

“Still delirious,” said Radley. “He’s been mumbling 
like this on and off. I couldn’t catch a thing.” 

“If only we could get afew words,” Frank said. “They 
might give us a clue to the fiends who did this to Dad.” 

The stretcher was placed in the ambulance. The 
Hardys and Sam looked back at the plane. Jack Wayne, 
sombre-faced, peered out of the cockpit and waved. 
Then the pilot taxied the craft to its hangar. 

It was decided that Frank and Mrs Hardy would 
accompany the patient, while Aunt Gertrude, Joe and 
Sam would go in the car. Soon the ambulance was 
speeding towards Bayport. 

‘Joe, at the wheel of the Hardy car, asked Radley, 
“I didn’t notice any plane landing before we left the 
airfield, You have any idea who was tailing you?” 

“No, The guy was clever—kept a safe distance all 
the way.” 

‘Joe looked troubled. He was thinking hard. “Sam, 
Ihave an idea,” he said. “I'll go home for our tape 
recorder. We can set it up by Dad’s bed in the hospital, 
just in case he says something understandable when 
we're not there, We need a clue desperately.” 
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“It’s worth a try. Maybe we'll get some answers to 
vital questions in this mystery. For instance, who mas- 
terminded your father’s kidnapping? Where was he 
held? And how did he get back to Boonton, hand- 
cuffed and sick the way he was? Somebody must have 
brought him there, but why?” 

“We'll get to the bottom of this!” Joe vowed. He 
turned off the highway and headed for the Hardy resi- 
dence at the corner of Elm Street and High Street. 
Aunt Gertrude, usually critical of her nephews’ 
detective work, for once agreed. 

“Oh, I’d like to get a hold of those—those terrible 
creatures myself!” she declared vehemently. “But 


“By the way,” Sam asked, as they pulled into the 
driveway, “have you heard from my wife?” 

“Yes,” Joe answered. “She phoned yesterday, asking 
about you. She’s fine.” 

Sam and his wife lived in an apartment near the 
centre of town, about half a mile from the Hardys. 

Joe hurried to get the tape recorder. He tested it and 
put on a new tape. He and Sam were about to leave, 
when a taxi screeched to a stop in front of the house. 
To their amazement, Frank leaped out and rushed 


inside, 
“Hey, what happened?” Joe greeted him. 
“A clue, our first one!” his brother announced. 


“Where'd you find this?” Joe asked quickly. 
“In the turn-ups of Dad’s trousers. Come on. We'll 
examine this stuff right away.” 
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The boys and Sam ran up the stairway to the lab, 
First the Hardys studied the white grains under a 
microscope. “(Looks like tiny bits of rock,” Frank 
observed. 


“This could be limestone,” Joe said. “Let's run a 
chemical test.” 

‘As Sam looked on, Frank shook the particles into 
‘a flask while Joe filled a beaker with clear limewater, 
then connected the two containers with glass tubing. 
Frank next pickéd up a bottle of dilute hydrochloric 
acid and poured it on to the grains. Bubbles appeared 
in the beaker and the limewater turned cloudy, then 
clear again. 

“Limestone it is!” Joe exclaimed. “Sam, do you know 
of any limestone quarries around where you and Dad 
were in Kentucky?” 

“Not offhand. But there are plenty of unusual rock 
formations. In fact, plans are under way for developing 
an immense park—sort of tourist attraction—featuring 
the peculiar formations.” 

“Near the highway construction site?” Frank asked. 

“ near 

As the Hardys put away the apparatus, the extension 
phone rang. Frank answered. “‘Hello. . What 
was that? . . . I can’t understand you. . . . Wait a 
minute.” He turned to Sam. “Sounds like your wife, 
but she’s awfully upset.” 

Sam grabbed the phone. “Hello? . . . Ethel?” 
A frightened look came into his eyes, “I’ll be right over. 
Try to keep calm!” 

He wheeled about to face the boys. “Something's 
happened to my wife. Let's hurry!” 

The three pounded downstairs. While Joe sped into 
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the house to pick up the tape recorder, Frank and 
Sam ran to the car, 

“Aunt Gertrude!” Frank exclaimed, “We have to 
rush over to Sam’s. Something’s wrong. Wait here 
at the house, and don’t let anybody in until we return!” 

Miss Hardy got out of the car. “Very well. But 
what about Mr Kenfield? He’s coming to inspect the 
roof today.” 

“Okay. But he probably won’t have to come into 
the house. He’ll use a ladder to get to the roof.’” 

‘The Hardys and Sam sped to the Radley apartment, 
It was located on the first floor, The door was slightly 
ajar and Radley burst in, the boys at his heels. “Good. 
grief!” Sam cried out. 

His wife was lying on the living-room floor, her feet 
bound together and her hands secured in front of her 
with stout twine. 

“Sam! Sam!” she sobbed. “Oh, I’m so glad you’re 
here!” 

Frank whipped out his pen-knife and cut the bonds. 
Mrs Radley, still trembling with fright, was helped to 
her feet. Joe hastened to get her a glass of water, while 
Sam insisted she rest in an easy chair. When Mrs 
Radley had regained her composure, she told them 
what hay 

“I'd been out shopping for about an hour. When I 
returned, I was surprised to find our door unlocked, 
but I thought I’d absentmindedly left the catch off. 
I went inside and almost fainted when I saw a strange 
man in the living-room.” 

‘The intruder had clapped a hand over her mouth, 
bound her, and warned her to make no outcry. 

Frank wondered whether the prowler had anything 
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to do with the Hardys’ case. “What did he look like?” 
Frank asked. 5 

“He was tall, dark and—Oh, I can’t tell you any 
more! I was so frightened.” 

“He was here for a purpose, that’s sure,” Sam said 
as he inspected the door lock. “It’s been jimmied.” 

Nothing seemed to be disturbed in the living-room. 
‘Then the Hardys accompanied Sam into his study. One 
drawer of a filing cabinet was partly opened. Radley 
quickly examined the contents. “None of these files is 
missing,” he said, perplexed. 

Frank pointed to the top drawer. “How about that 
card index?” 

Sam pulled out the drawer. “You're right! There 
are a couple of the cards sticking up, as if someone had 
riffled through them.” 

With painstaking care, the three sleuths checked the 
cross index of a long list of criminals which Sam had 
catalogued. 

“You know there’s a duplicate set in your dad’s 
office,” he told the boys. 

By this time they had reached the names listed under 
M. “Mander—Manning—Matlack. Wait!” said Sam. 
“I'm missing the run-down card on Milo Matlack.”” 

“Who's Matlack?” 

Radley gave a low whistle, “He's an ex-convict, a 
dangerous character—one of the worst!” 


-2- 
A Midnight Alarm 


“Iv Matlack’s the bird we want, we'll clip his wings,” 
said Joe, “no matter how tough he is!” 

“‘Let’s not jump to conclusions,” cautioned Frank. 

Sam went through the rest of the file. No other card 
was missing. 

“We'll check the duplicate file right after we visit 
Dad,” Frank said. 

Satisfied that Mrs Radley was feeling all right, the 
Hardys left the couple. “We'll keep in touch with you 
about developments, Sam,” Frank promised. 

The boys hastened outside to their car and soon 
reached the hospital’s parking lot. 

“J hope Dad is better,” Joe murmured, as they took 
the lift to the third floor. But he and Frank found Mr 
Hardy’s condition the same. Mrs Hardy was quietly 
talking with Dr Bates. Both were looking gravely at 
the detective, who was breathing irregularly and still 
in delirium. 

Noting Frank’s and Joe’s alarmed expressions, the 
doctor assured them everything was under control. 
“Your dad is very ill, of course. The pneumonia we 
can treat, but we'll have to conduct further tests to 
determine the exact cause of his prolonged loss of 
memory.” 

19 
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“How did he ever catch pneumonia?” asked Joe, 
stepping close to the bedside and looking down at his 
father’s face, now flushed with fever. 

“Possibly through extreme mistreatment,” the doctor 
said. “Mr Hardy might have been kept in a dark, 
damp place without food and sufficient water,” 

Frank set his jaw grimly. “‘Could’ve been an under+ 

ground prison,” he declared, “which might explain the 
limestone in Dad’s turn-ups.”” 

Just then Mr Hardy turned his head on the pillow, 
His eyes were still closed, He mumbled, but as before, 
the words were still unintelligible. 

Mrs Hardy sighed. “He’s been doing that all the 
time I’ve been here,” she told her sons. 

Joe placed the tape recorder on the night table next 
to his father’s bed, and explained what he had in mind. 
Frank plugged in the machine. Just then’a pleasant- 
looking nurse came into the room. She introduced her- 
self as Miss Tice. 

“T’ll be on night duty here,” she said. “Is there any- 
thing special you'd like me to do?” 

“Yes please.” Frank showed her how to turn off the 
recorder and change the tape. He left a spare reel on 
the table, 

“When you put on a new tape,” Frank went on, 
“please put the used one in the drawer so that it 
won't be damaged.” 

The boys and their mother were assured by the 
doctor that Mr Hardy would respond to treatment. 

“Your husband needs complete rest, Mrs Hardy,” 
the physician added. Rit there ahold be: aay, uangs 

we'll call you i 

‘Joe switched on the recorder, then the three Hardys 
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left the hospital and drove home. They found Aunt 
Gertrude setting the table for supper and gave her the 
latest report on her brother’s condition, 

“See anybody prowling around while we were gone?” 
Joe asked, 

“Goodness no!” Miss Hardy said tartly. “Didn't we 
have enough worry for one day?” Then she added, 
“Mr Kenfield was here, of course. I heard his ladder 
being propped against the side of the house, and I saw 
his van parked in front.” 

Frank only half heard his aunt’s words. His m« 
was suddenly jogged by another thought. “Joe! Let’s 
check Dad’s files!” 

Aunt Gertrude fixed her nephews with a stern gaze, 
“Don’t be late for supper!” she ordered. “We're having 
lamb stew and I don’t want it to get cold!” 

“Aunty,” Joe said, “we're never late for lamb stew.” 

He winked at his brother and followed him upstairs 
to Mr Hardy’s study on the first floor. From a secret 
compartment under a desk drawer, Frank withdrew 
the key to his father’s extensive files. 

Quickly they began looking through the cross index 
and the individual run-down cards. 

“Nothing’s been touched so far,” Joe observed as 
Frank deftly separated the cards. 

“Yes, everything’s okay through L,” Frank said, 
then started on the M’s. 

A moment later Joe exclaimed, “Hey! There’s no 
card for Milo Matlack.” 

Frank grinned. “Don’t get excited. Dad took the card 
himself and left this memo.” 

A slip of paper with Mr Hardy’s handwriting bore 
the notation that the detective had taken not only the 
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card, but also the complete dossier on the ex-convict 
with him to Kent le 

“I knew it!” Joe burst out. “Matlack’s our man 
beyond a shadow of doubt.”” 

“Guess you're right,” Frank conceded. “So, if we 
can find Milo Matlack, we may crack this case. Some- 
thing tells me it'll be no cinch.” 

As Frank locked the files, Joe grabbed the telephone 
and dialled Radley’s number. Sam answered. Joe first 
inquired about Mrs Radley. 

“She’s feeling better. But no leads yet to the intru- 
der.” 

“Sam, we're hot on a trail!” Joe told Radley 
of Mr Hardy’s memo, then asked if Sam could describe 
Matlack and give some of the criminal’s history. 

“J can’t recall much detail,” Rauley replied. “But 
I do remember that Milo has grey hair.” 

“Where are we likely to find him?” 

“Possibly in New York City, his old home.” 

“Then that’s where we'll go!” Joe declared. Sam 
promised to round up all the information he could on 
the former jailbird. Joe thanked him and hung up. 

“Boys! Supper!” Miss Hardy called. 

The boys quickly washed, then hurried to the dining- 
room. Joe held a chair for his mother, and Frank 
helped Aunt Gertrude place a steaming tureen of 
stew on the table. As Mrs Hardy served, her sons told 
the women about the latest exciting developments in 
their father’s mystery. 

“There are two things Joe and I have to do!” said 
Frank. “Capture Milo Matlack and make him pay for 
what he did to Dad, and second, unearth the real story 
behind the bridge collapse.” 
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“The police should handle such a—a fiend,” Aunt 
Gertrude stated. 

“The police can help us,” Joe said, “but we want 
to collar Matlack ourselves.” 

Although fearful for her sons’ safety, Mrs Hardy was 
proud of their courage and ability. Quietly she advised 
them to exercise the utmost caution. 

“Don’t worry, Mother,” said Frank “We will.” 

After supper the boys went to their father’s study 
and discussed the mystery until bedtime. Before retiring, 
Frank telephoned the hospital and learned that Mr 
Hardy’s condition was about the same. 

Late that night the boys were jolted from a deep 
sleep by the shrill jangling of the telephone. Frank 
switched on the bedside lamp and dashed to pick up 
the hall extension. Joe followed. 

The caller was Miss Tice, the night nurse. “You're 
to come right over to the hospital,” she told Frank in 
a tense voice. 

Frank’s heart sank. ““You mean the whole family?” 

“Certainly not,” replied the nurse. “Just you and 
your brother.” 

“We'll be there,” said Frank and hung up. Hurry, 
Joe! Something must have happened!” 

Hastily the boys changed from pyjamas to street 
clothes. 


They were grimly silent as they whizzed through the 
the streets to the hospital. They took the lift to the third 
floor. It seemed forever until they reached it and the 
door slid open. The boys rushed to the nurses’ office. 

“Is Dad—Fenton Hardy's condition worse?” 
Frank asked the nurse in charge. “Is that why Nurse 
Tice called?” 
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“Mercy, no!” she whispered. “If anything, your 
father is slightly improved.” 

Although relieved, Joe said wryly, “We sure had the 
daylights scared out of us!” 

“I'm afraid we've had the daylights scared out of us, 
too,” the nurse replied. “Miss Tice will explain.” 

On tiptoe, Frank and Joe ran down the corridor. 
Nurse Tice, red-faced and distraught, met them out- 
side Mr Hardy’s room. 

“Why didn’t you post a guard here if you expected 
trouble?” she asked indignantly. 

Frank gulped. “Trouble? Did someone try to hurt 
Dad?” 

“No, not that.” 

“Tell us what did happen!” Joe said impatiently. 

“A man, dressed as an intern, sneaked into your 
father’s room, that’s what!” said the nurse. 

Frank drew a deep breath. “‘And then?” 

“J was coming back after my coffee break,” Miss 
Tice continued, “‘and I saw this man in white remov- 
ing the tape from the recorder. I was so surprised I 
cried out and he came rushing at me. I tried to stop 
him, but he got away.” The nurse looked puzzled. 
“Why anybody would steal a tape with just mumbling 
on it is a mystery to me!” 


— 


-3- 
Who is Felix? 


Franx and Joe stared at each other in dismay. “We 
should have had someone guarding Dad,” Frank said 
glumly. 

“Well, there are two police officers here now,” Nurse 
Tice replied. : 
“Policemen?” queried Joe. “Where?” 

“They're searching the building. The night super- 
visor phoned headquarters as soon as I reported seeing 
that thief.” 

The Hardy boys had hoped to handle this case 
mostly by themselves. Now the police had already been 
called in, Sensing there concern, Miss Tice became 

ic. “I don’t usually flare up like that,” she 
said, “But it was an unnerving experi ur 

“We're sorry you had such a scare,” said Joe. “I'd 
sure like to get my hands on that phoney.” 

“At least,” Miss Tice said, “‘you still have the tape.” 

“What?” Frank exclaimed, “I thought the thief got 
away with it.” 

“T forgot to mention I'd changed the tape.” The 
nurse opened the night-table drawer and pulled out 
the first tape. 

“Thanks a million,” Joe said. “We'll take the recor- 
der and play the tape when we get home.” 

When the nurse had checked Mr Hardy's pulse and 
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respiration, Frank asked if she could describe the thief, 

“The man was tall,” she said, “with jet-black hair 
and a moustache.” The imposter, she added, had worn 
a mask which she had almost torn off during her tusle 
with him, “If I’d known judo,” added Miss Tice, “I 
might have caught him!” 

‘The boys exchanged glances. Except for the mous- 
tache, this description resembled that of the intruder 
at Radley’s apartment! 

At the sound of brisk footsteps in the corridor, the 
nurse and the Hardys left the room. Outside, they met 
Chief Ezra Collig of the Bayport Police Department, 
followed by a patrolman, who held a rumpled white 
jacket in his hands. 

“Hello, Frank, Joe,” the husky, keen-eyed chief said. 
Collig was an old friend of the Hardy detectives. “When 
I learned your father was here, I wanted to investigate 
this matter myself.” 

Joe looked at the jacket. “Is that the one the thief 
wore?” 

“Yes,” replied the chief. “We found it near the 
ground-floor fire exit.” Collig’s eyes narrowed. “‘Are 
you sure, Miss Tice, there was nothing else stolen from 
this room? Like hypodermic syringes or sedatives?” 

“Positive,” the nurse assured him. 

Frank spoke up. “Joe and I hope to solve this mystery 
‘on our own, Chief, but we'd like to brief you on it.” 

The boys gave the officer a concise account, ending 
with their plan for possibly picking up a clue on tape, 

““Good idea,” the chief said. “I'll do my best to help 
you. At least we can have an alert sent out for anyone 
resembling the intrider. I’m posting a guard on this 
floor, and also will have this jacket analysed in our lab,” 
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“Thanks, Chief. That's swell,” said Frank. 

When the police had gone, Frank asked the nurse, 
“Did you have much of a tussle with the thief?” 

“No, When I grabbed his mask, he pushed me aside 
and ran.” 

“Would you mind showing me your finger-nails?” 
Frank requested. 

The woman held out her hands. Using a pocket 
torch, Frank carefully scrutinized both hands, Suddenly 
he said, “‘Here’s something—a wisp of black hair!” 
He pointed to the nurse’s right forefinger. 

“Why, I never noticed it!” she exclaimed, 

Miss Tice removed the tiny hair, which Frank folded 
in a sheet of white paper and put in his slacks pocket, 

The young sleuths took the recorder, thanked the 
nurse for her co-operation, and left the room. Outside 
Mr Hardy’s door was a patrolman whom the boys 
knew. He assured them, “No sneak thief will get by 
Tim Callahan.” 

“The Hardys grinned. “I believe it,” said Joe. 

As soon as they arrived home, Frank and Joe went 
directly to their lab, Frank was first to study the strand 
of hair under a microscope. “Joe! Take a look!” 

His brother did so. “Say! That hair’s grey near the 
roots. It’s dyed black!” Joe was exuberant. “Matlack’s 


covery. Now for the tape, Did it, too, hold a valuable 
clue? 

Soon the tape was revolving on the machine, and 
although Frank had turned the volume up full, there 
were great stretches of silence. These were interspersed 
by Mr Hardy’s mumbling, which was indecipherable— 
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‘one word that came through with relative clarity. 

“What's that, Joe? Something like ‘licks’? I'll play 
it back.” The strange word, or part of a word, came 
over three times. 

Joe listened intently. “Sounds to me like Felix,” he 
said. 

“Could be. Perhaps Felix is a henchman of Mat- 
Jack’s.” Frank shut off the machine and Joe telephoned 
police headquarters, Chief Collig was still there, 

“Chief,” said Joe, “do you know of any underworld 
character named Felix? We think that’s a word which 
came over on the tape.” 

Collig said this did not ring a bell, but he would 
check his files thoroughly. “I'll let you know.” 

‘When Frank and Joe returned to the house, they 
quietly went to the kitchen and made cocoa. As they 
drank, the brothers discussed the night’s events. Sud- 
denly Joe put down his cup. “Frank! In all the excite- 
ment we forgot to check the airport for the plane that 
tailed Jack!” 

Frank immediately telephoned Bayport Airport, and 
learned that one other plane from Kentucky, an air 
taxi out of Louisville, had asked for permission 
the previous afternoon. It had taken off a short while 


ago. 

“Joe, that Kentucky pilot must have been the one 
who tailed Dad’s plane!” Frank exclaimed. “Wish we 
could’ve nabbed him.” 

“Where is he headed?” Joe asked. 3 

“Kennedy Airport in New York.” 

Because it was too late for the Hardy boys to do any- 
thing further, they tumbled into bed. Early the next 
morning Aunt Gertrude summoned them to break- 
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fast. Although the bacon and scrambled eggs were 
Raieescas Yreka Fochery toned the Oot Dir- 
ectly after the meal, the boys rushed to the telephone 
in their father’s study. 

It seemed an interminable wait, but Frank finally 
contacted an official at Kennedy. The man said that 
an air taxi from Louisville had landed early that morn- 
ing and discharged its only passenger. 

“Ts the plane still there?” asked Frank. 

“Yes,” was the reply. ““The pilot is checking weather 
reports. Would you like to speak with him?” 

Frank’s eyes brightened. “‘Certainly would!” 

The pilot, who proved to be an accredited flier, 
reported that his passenger, a dark-haired, tall man 
with a moustache, had carried a large roll of hundred- 
dollar bills, from which he had peeled the fee for the 
chartered flight. 

Upon hearing that he had flown a suspected criminal, 
the pilot whistled. “I wondered why he seemed so ner- 
vous about the plane ahead. Kept telling me not to 
get too close—just an act, I guess.” 

Frank then asked, “Do you happen to know where 
he was heading?” 

“Afraid not. Just that he was going to take a taxi 
into the city.” 

Frank thanked the flier and hung up. When he told 
Joe what had happened, his brother said, “Well, at 
least, if the rat’s in New York City, maybe he won’t be 

pestering Dad.” 

Pirie betgawent dewamesiea Seckdenty they heard asctics 
of loud bangs from outside. Aunt Gertrude ran out of 
the kitchen with a startled squeak. But her nephews 
only grinned. They recognized the source of the noise, 
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“That's only Chet’s jalopy, backfiring,” Joe said. 

This conclusion was verified by a cheerful whistle as 
Chet Morton came through the back door. Frank and 
Joe entered the kitchen just as Chet, their best pal, 
plopped his ample frame into a chair. A longing look 
came over his round, freckled face. 

“Oh—oh,” Joe said knowingly. “Guess who's ready 
for a second breakfast?” 

Chet was known far and wide for his never-failing 
huge appetite. ““We-ll, I could use a snack.” 

“Humph!” Aunt Gertrude sniffed. “After you scared 
us half to death with that noisy jalopy?” 

“That backfire is getting better, isn’t it?” Chet said 
good-naturedly. 

Soon he was enjoying a thick bacon-and-egg sand- 
wich on toast and a glass of milk, served. by Miss Hardy. 

“Sure is a beautiful day, fellows,” he said, between 
bites. “What say we take a ride on Barmet Bay in your 
motorboat?” 

“Not a chance,” said Frank, 

“Why not? By the way, have you heard from your 
father?” 

The brothers related everything that had happened. 
Chet was shocked to hear of Mr Hardy’s illness. “Boy! 
He must have run into a gang of dangerous criminals.” 

Joe could not resist saying, “In fact, that hospital 
re eh Rap rvs eno 

het swallowed hard. ‘“W-what? ‘Are—are you 
Began bars 


“Sure thing,” Frank said. “You want to help us?” 
Chet groaned.“‘Count me out! This is vacation, re- 
member?” 
Fond of fun, opposed to hard work, and inclined to 
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back away from danger, Chet nonetheless was staunchly 
loyal to his pals. When necessary, he pitched in with 
two-fisted determination to assist Frank and Joe in 
threatening situations, 

Now the chubby boy looked up sheepily from his 
second glass of milk. “You know, if you really need 
me, P—" 

“That's the spirit!” Joe grinned, ‘‘We’ll expect you 
to come on the run if we call for help.” 

“T’ll be available.” 

Excusing themselves, Frank and Joe once more 
hastened to the study. First they checked with Chief 
Collig. There were no clues on the intern’s jacket, and 
no Felix in the police files. Then Joe phoned Sam 
Radley and listened with raised eyebrows as the oper- 
ative talked. 

“Sam, you've really been busy! I’ll take that down.” 
‘Joe wrote quickly on a note pad. When he hung up the 
phone, he told his brother, “Sam contacted a New 
York prison where Matlack served time. He was re- 
leased a year ago, and went to live in New York with a 
widowed sister. I have her address.” 

“What a break!” Frank exclaimed. “All clues point 
to Manhattan—so that’s our next stop.” 

He called Jack Wayne, who agreed to fly the boys 
to Kennedy carly that afternoon, When the brothers 
announced their plan, Aunt Gertrude objected. “You 
can’t just leave us,” she said. “I know the police are 
protecting your father, but what about your mother 
and me?” 

“I can help,” Chet offered. 

“Great!” said Frank. “Mabye Biff, Tony, and Phil 
can, too. We'll call them for a meeting.” 
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Within an hour the three boys had joined Frank, 
Joe, and Chet in Mr Hardy’s study. Biff Hooper was 
a well-built six-footer whose favourite pastime was 
boxing. Tony Prito, slightly shorter, was handsome 
with an olive complexion and dark eyes. Phil Cohen, 
slender and agile, had an easy-going manner. His 
friends admired his great talent for drawing and 
painting. 

“J sure feel terrible about what happened to your 
dad,” said Tony. “Especially since he was working on 
this case for my father. Tell us what to do.” 

Frank and Joe outlined their plans. All four of the 
Hardys’ chums would take turns helping Radley guard 
their home, and if necessary, relieve Collig’s guards at 
the hospital. 

“J hope you nail this guy Matlack,” said Biff. “Good 
Tuck!” 

After lunch and a visit to see their father, Frank and 
‘Joe drove to the airport. They left their car in the 
parking lot and hurried to meet Jack at the plane. 
Twenty minutes later the boys were looking down on 
the green countryside five thousand feet below, as 
Jack headed for New York. 

The brothers were licenced pilots, and took turns 
at the wheel. But as they neared the metropolis, Wayne 
resumed control, contacted Kennedy tower for in- 
structions, and soon brought the plane in. 

Grabbing their suitcases, the Hardys thanked Jack 
for the lift and hopped out, 

“So long,” called the lean young pilot. “Call me if 
you need me.” 

“Will do!” The brothers hurried through the ter- 
minal, hailed a taxi, and headed directly for the ad- 
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dress which Radley had given them. Presently they 
reached a dingy section of downtown Manhattan, and 
s00n pulled up in front of a dilapidated building. 
“This is it, Number 47,” said Frank. He paid the 
driver and the boys got out. 

‘The Hardys stood for a few minutes, noting the 
various details of the structure—windows, doorway, 
eS ES 
joe, 

“Not yet. We better find a place to stay. There’s a 
hotel down the street. Doesn’t look like much, but at 
least it’s close.” 

The young sleuths sauntered to the shabby hotel and 
mounted a short flight of steps which led into the dimly 
lighted lobby. 

The brothers grimaced at the stale musty odour 
which greeted them. They registered at the desk and 


dividual with thinning hair. “Pay now and carry your 


own bags.” 

“Great welcome,” Joe whispered wryly, as they 
climbed the creaking stairway. 

Frank and Joe’s room was no more than they ex- 
pected: peeling wallpaper, one bare ceiling light bulb, 
‘a sagging bed, and two lumpy chairs. 

‘They had just finished unpacking when they heard 
the low growl of a siren outside, The Hardys looked out 
the window. Parked directly below was a police car, 
its red light flashing. 

“Wonder what's up,” Joe said. 

‘The next instant the door to their room was kicked 
open with an carsplitting slam! 


a) 
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Attack From Above 


Srartiep, Frank and Joe wheeled about to see a dark- 
suited man standing in the doorway, pointing a revolver 
in their direction. “Stand where you are!” he barked. 

“Who are you?” Joe blurted. 

“Detective Mulvey, New York Police Department.” 

Immediately two uniformed policemen stepped from 
behind Mulvey. “Turn round and put your hands 
high against the wall!” The brothers did as they were 
told and the police searched them. “They’re clean,” 
one said. 

“What's this all about?” Frank protested. ‘We're 
not crooks.” 

“dentify yourselves.” Frank and Joe pulled out 
their wallets and produced the necessary cards, 

“Our father is Fenton Hardy,” Frank said. “He 
used to work for the New York Police Department.” 

“I've heard of him, Good cop,” said Mulvey. Then 
he apologized for the mistake. “But we have to follow 
up every tip we get.” 

“Tip?” Joe asked. . 

Detective Mulvey said a man had telephoned the 
police, saying that two dangerous criminals had reg- 
istered in Room 306 at the hotel, 

“Somebody sure has a tail on us,” Joe commented. 
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“Who do you suppose he could be, Frank?” 

“Beats me.” 

‘The detective spoke up. "Whoever it is, you obviously 
have an enemy. This is a rough neighbourhood. I ad- 
vise you to return to Bayport.” 

“We've got to find a man named Milo Matlack,” 
Joe said. “Do you know of anybody in this neighbour- 
hood by that name?” 

‘The three officers, who had just recently been as- 
signed to the area, shook their heads, ‘‘But that doesn’t 
mean a thing,” said the detective. “‘A lot of the charac- 
ters around here use aliases.” 

After the police left, Frank and Joe flopped down 
in the decrepit, overstuffed chairs, half angry, half 
amused, 

“What a joke!” Joe burst out. “We're trying to 
catch an ex-con and we almost get nabbed instead. I 
feel as if I’m in left field without a glove.’ 

“At least we've been alerted,” Frank said. “We'll 
be on our guard every second.” 

After supper in a nearby restaurant the Hardys 
decided to turn in'early., “Tomorrow we'll investigate 
that house first thing,” said Frank. 


As a precaution against prowlers the boys stood 
oe fr ine Tb eked unevent- 
fully, however 


‘After an early breakfast, the boys walked to No. 47. 
They climbed the steps and rang the rusted bell. 
Several minutes went by, Finally the door opened just 
enough to disclose a woman in a faded pink housecoat 
peering out over the safety chain. 

Frank introduced himself and Joe. “We'd like to 
talk to you about Milo Matlack, please.” 
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“Milton who?” 

“Milo—Milo Matlack. He lives here with his sister.”” 

“Never heard of him.” The woman’s eyes, close-set 
in her pudgy face, regarded the Hardys blankly. She 
brushed her straggling hair back from her fore- 
head. “You boys got the wrong place. Ain’t nobody . 
with that name lives here, and I know all my ten- 
ants.” 

“But did Mr Matlack live here at one time?” Joe 
said, growing impatient. 

“Maybe yes, maybe no.” The woman was about to 
close the door when a sudden noise from above made 
Joe glance up. 

“Frank, look out!” he cried out. A metal dustbin 
was hurtling down towards the boys. They leaped aside, 
but the bin grazed Frank’s shoulder, clattered on the 
steps, and rolled down to the pavement, 

“Let us in!” Joe demanded. “Someone on your roof 
is trying to kill us!” 

‘The safety chain clicked operf’ The Hardys dashed 
past the startled woman and ran up four flights of stairs 
to the roof. They glanced about in all directions. 

“Over there.” Frank pointed, 

The small, monkey-like figure of a man was poised 
on the roof edge. He gave a flying leap and landed 
nimbly atop the next building. 

“After him!” Joe urged. 

Frank and Joe had to spring with all their might to 
equal the monkey man’s leap across the five-story-high 
chasm. In doing so, they both sprawled on the tar roof 
of the adjacent building. By the time the boys had pul- 
led themselves up, the small man had slithered down 
the fire escape and jumped to the ground. 
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Long before Frank and Joe had descended the iron 
ladder, their quarry was out of sight. 

“Great horned toads!” said Frank, rubbing his 
bruised shoulder. “Who was that nut?” 

“Just somebody trying to knock us off,” Joe said 
angrily, and the boys hastened back to pursue their 
inquiry. The landlady now stood at the bottom of the 
front steps, having retrieved the dustbin. 

“You hurt?” she asked Frank. 

He nudged Joe, then replied, “I hope not, ma'am. 
But that was a close call. I could’ve been killed.” 

“You won’t sue me or nothin’?” the woman said, 

ing her fat hands. 

As if debating with himself, Frank did not reply. The 
woman grew more nervous by the second. Joe now 
looked her squarely in the eye. 

“We won’t make any trouble for you, if you tell us 
about Matlack.” 

“Oh, all right,” she said, unhappily beckoning the 
boys closer. “I don’t want nobody to hear what I’m tellin’ 
you,” she whispered. “And don’t you say I told you.” 

‘After Frank and Joe had promised not to betray her 
confidence, the woman admitted that Matlack and his 
sister had lived there. ““They’re gone now,” she added 
gesturing with her hands. “I can’t tell you nothin’ 

» 


“Okay,” Frank said. “Thanks.” 

‘The boys walked slowly down the street, conjecturing 
about the strange actions of the monkey man. 

“I bet he’s in cahoots with Matlack,” said Joe. 

“It’s possible. Say, now that we know Matlack lived 
here,” Frank went on, “‘let’s question some of the other 
people in the street.” 
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“Okay.” 

They entered what seemed to be primarily a hard- 
ware store, but which also contained igs of mis- 
cellaneous articles. 

“Boy, what a junk shop! Joe murmured, as they 
approached the short squat, man behind the counter. 
He peered gravely at the Hardys through thick-lensed 
glasses, 

“We're looking for a man named Matlack,” Frank 
said, ‘‘We understand he used to live in this neighbour- 
hood. Do you know anything about him?” 

The stout man stared unblinkingly at the Hardys, 
first at Frank, then at Joe, as if sizing them up. Then, 
suddenly, he broke into raucous laughter. 

“Can't you answer our question?” asked Joc, 
annoyed, 

The man stopped laughing. “‘Are you kiddin’?” he 
said gruffly. “If you guys don’t want to buy nothin’, get 
out!” 

He stalked to the back and disappeared through a 
doorway. The Hardys shrugged and left. 

Joe grumbled, “He must have had raw meat for 
breakfast!” 

The boys continued down the street, Both were 90 
engrossed in their quest that they were unaware that 
two tough-looking youths were trailing them, until one 
roughly elbowed Frank. 

“Move over!” he snarled. “You own ine whole 
street?” 

“Excuse us,” Frank said calmly. 

“Oh, excuse us,” the youth echoed mockingly. “Hey, 
Spike! A couple of real polite country boys!” 

‘Joe turned on the pair, but his brother restrained 
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him. “Come on, Joe. Let’s not waste our time. These 
two are spoiling for trouble.” 

The Hardys started on, but thesecond tough clamped 
a hand on Joe’s shoulder, spinning him round. This 
was too much for Joe. He seized his assailant, and with 
a flying mare sent him over his shoulder. The fellow 
landed on his back with a grunt. His pal, meanwhile, 
had tried to grapple with Frank, but his success was no 
greater. Frank applied a half nelson, until beads of 
sweat stood out on his opponent's forehead. Then, with 
a shove, Frank sent him sprawling. The two thugs, 
muttering threats, retreated into an alley. The Hardys 
headed straight towards their hotel. 

“Listen, Joe,” Frank said, “we've got to plan some 
strategy. We're getting nowhere in a hurry.” 

‘They were about to mount the steps to the hotel’s 
front door, when a grizzled, gaunt, shifty-eyed man 
approached them. ‘“(Oh—oh, this guy wants a hand- 
out,” Joe said in a low voice. “He must be king of the 
down-and-outers.” 

Despite the warm weather, the man wore a long, 
threadbare overcoat which nearly touched the ground, 
His brown hair was streaked with grey and slicked 
back, A dead cigarette dangled from one corner of his 
mouth, 

“Whatcha say boys, whatcha say!” mumbled the 
man. ‘How about a dime for a cup o’ coffee?” 

“Oh, we might as well,” Joe whispered. “It'll be 
worth it to get rid of him.” 

“Wait a minute.” Frank addressed the beggar. 

“Have you been around this neighbourhood long?” 

The beggar’s long, sharp nose twitched and his 
foxy-looking eyes nearly closed with mirth as he said 
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with a chuckle, “Long! I’ll say—I was born here.” 

“Then you must know all the people on this block. 
Right?” Frank queried. 

“Sure do. You lookin’ for somebody special?” 

“Yes, a man named Milo Matlack.” 

Frank and Joe watched closely for the stranger’s 
reaction. His brows furrowed deeply and his eyes rolled 
from side to side, as if searching his memory. 

“Yeah, I know Matlack,” the man finally said. 

“Can you tell us where he is?” Joe put in eagerly. 
“It's important.” 

‘The tramp rubbed his fingertips over the mouth- 
eaten lapels of his coat with evident satisfaction. 

“So—you wanna know where Milo Matlack is eh?” 

“That’s the idea,” Frank said somewhat sharply, 
realizing the man was purposely delaying an answer. 

“Well, I can tell you.” The tramp thrust his grizzled 
chin at Frank. “I can tell you—for a price!” 


ae 
Dead End 


lor Harpy could barely control his irritation. He 
jpened his mouth to protest, but his brother muttered, 
‘Cool it,” 

Frank then calmly turned to the man. “What is 
‘our price, Mr—” 

“Prince. Mortimer Prince is my name, and my 
ice is a hundred dollars.” 

“No. That’s out!” Frank said in disgust, and began 
© mount the steps. 

Mortimer Prince tugged at Frank’s arm. ‘“We can 
rargain, can’t we?” he said with a shrug. “So you 
in’t got a hundred dollars. How about fifty?” 

“T wouldn't give you even a dime,” Frank said icily, 
hrugging off the grimy hand. 

“All right, all right, don’t get mad,” the tramp said 
astily. ‘Tell you what—I'll settle for some grub.” 

“It's a bargain,” Frank said quickly. “All you can 
at if you tell us where to find Milo Matlack.” 

Mortimer Prince grinned cheerily and beckoned the 
oys to follow him. Halfway down the block he ushered 
em into a dingy place called “‘Jack’s” The three took 
sats at a small round table, 

The vagrant blithely ordered six hamburgers’ and 
large plate of baked beans, As he dived into the food, 
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the boys plied him with questions. But Mortimer did 
not reply, 

“Can’t talk while I’m eatin’,” he mumbled through 
a mouthful of meat. 

‘The Hardys waited with growing impatience. With 
a huge sigh of relish, Mortimer swallowed the last of 
the beans, wiped his mouth on his coat sleeve, then 
asked the boys for pencil and paper. 2 

“T'll keep my promise,” he said. “I’ll show you how 
to find Matlack.” 

Frank produced a pencil and Joe a piece of paper, 
which the tramp took into his grubby hands. “I'll draw 
you a map where the—er—treasure is,” he said. 

“You mean Milo Matlack?” Joe said quizzically. 

“Yeah, he’s the treasure you’re lookin’ for, ain’t he?” 

“Go ahead. Write,” Frank said. 

The Hardys watched as the pencil moved, outlining 
a diagram of streets. Mortimer Prince sniffed and rub- 
bed his nose. “Look, you fellows follow the arrow to 
this place marked X, see? That’s where Matlack is.” 

“Okay.” Frank folded the map and tucked it in his _ 
shirt pocket. 

“Now I'd like some dessert,” Prince said. “Three 
scoops of ice cream’ll do me.” 

When he was served, the vagrant ate the ice cream 
with gusto, but paused occasionally to complain that 
it was too cold for his teeth, To the Hardys’ great relief, 
he finished soon and stood up, proffering his hand to the 
boys. ‘No hard feelin’s, We're fair an’ square.” 

Frank paid the bill, and the young detectives and 
their strange guest parted company, : 

“Leapin’ lizards!” Joe exclaimed, as he and Frank 
set off down the street. “They say you can meet any — 
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and all kinds in New York. And boy, I believe it!” 

Frank laughed. Then, suddenly, he wheeled and 
grasped his brother’s arm. “‘Joe, look!” 

Reflected in a store window, next to them, was the 
monkey-like figure of their rooftop assailant! Both boys 
swung round. The monkey man, on the other side of 
the street, stood staring at them! 

Impulsively Joe dashed across the road. A horn 
blared. Brakes screeched. A taxi, bearing down on 
Joe, stopped a hairbreadth from his flying legs. The 
driver, red-faced, leaned out of the window and shook 
his fist at Joe. 

“You bird brain! That’s a quick way to get to the 
graveyard!” 

Frank hastened to his brother’s side, glancing about 
for the monkey man, but he had disappeared again. 

“Joe, next time watch it!” Frank chided him. 

“Tl say,” the angry taximan agreed. “Guys like you 
make it hard fora man tryin’ to earn an honest li 

“Okay, okay, I’m sorry,” said Joe. “We'll give you 
some business, anyhow.” 

The Hardys hopped into the taxi and Frank showed 
the driver the map drawn by the tramp. “Can you 
take us to the place marked X?” 

“It’s over on Long Island,” the man said. “Cost you 
a fat fare.” 

The driver sped off uptown, through a tunnel, and 
finally emerged on to a broad highway. Presently he 
turned off and half an hour later slowed down at a 
small cemetery. To the Hardys’ astonishment, the driver 
turned into the cemetery entrance, stopped, and poin- 
ted to the X on the map. 

“This is it, fellers.” With a wink at Joe and a chuckle, 
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he added, “You got to the graveyard after all, didn’t 
you?” : 

Joe smiled weakly at the gruesome joke. Then the 
boys paid the driver and stepped out. 

“Have fun!” The driver waved and roared off. 

“For Pete’s sake!” Joe fumed. “I had a feeling that 
Mortimer would trick us.” 

“I wouldn’t say he did,” Frank replied. “Sure, this 
is a cemetery, but maybe Matlack works here as a 
gardener or gravedigger.”” 

They approached a small brown building marked 
“Office.” The door was ajar and the boys stepped in- 
side. Behind a desk sat a portly man with a fringe of 
white hair like a halo about his head, bushy eyebrows, 
and a hooked nose which reminded the Hardys of the 
well-known puppet character, Punch. 

“Are you boys looking for a relative?” the man asked 
solicitously. “I’m the superintendent here.” 

“Not exactly,” Frank replied, barely smothering a 
smile, 


e’re looking for Mr Milo Matlack,” Joe spoke 
up. “Have we come to the right place?” 
“Indeed you have. Our groundsman can show you.” 
He led the boys outside and pointed across the gravel 
lane, A man in overalls was pruning a row of shrubbery. 
Before the Hardys could walk over, a funeral cortége 
drove slowly through the entrance gates, 
“Sorry,” said the superintendent, “guess you fellows 
will have to wait.” He excused himself and re-entered 
«the office. 
The procession was a long one and the Hardys 
counted fifteen limousines as they slowly drove past. 
Then the boys hastened across to the groundsman, He — 
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readily agreed to take them to Milo Matlack. The trio 
walked along the gravel lane to the rear of the cemetery. 
The boys’ guide paused at a low, flat area, 

Frank and Joe looked about. They could see nobody, 

“Where's Matlack?” asked Joe. 

“Maybe he’s having lunch,” Frank said. 

This remark brought a look of shocked disbelief to 
the face of the groundsman, 

“L-lunch?” he quavered, 

Puzzled, the boys followed him in silence to a grave 
which looked comparatively new. Frank and Joe bent 
down to examine the headstone. The brothers sucked 
in their breath sharply and Frank gasped out, “Dead! 


Milo Matlack—dead!” 


An Insulting Warning 


‘Tue Hardys' prime suspect dead! Frank and Joe looked 
at each other, their mouths agape with bewilderment. 

Noting the boys’ queer expressions, the workman 
asked, “Were you friends of the deceased?” 

“Oh, no,” Joe replied. “Milo Matlack was a—” 

“Yes, yes, know,” the man interrupted. “But believe 
me, Milo repented of his crimes. He became very 
religious while in prison. Was a handy-man here, very 
diligent worker, too.” 

The brothers thanked the groundsman for his trouble 
and returned to the office. Here Joe asked the manager 
if Matlack had met his death at the hands of old gang- 
land enemies, 

“No,” was the reply. The superintendent explained 
that Milo had become ill soon after the death of his 
sister and had passed away quietly one night. 

“Bad ticker, I believe,” the superintendent said, 
thumping his chest. “I think his heart just plumb gave 
out.” 

Outside the cemetery grounds, the Hardys looked 
at each other sheepishly, their hands thrust deep in their 
pockets, > 

“Well—Mortimer Prince must be doubled up 
laughing at us,” Joe said bitterly. “For this joke we 
bought him lunch!” 
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_ Frank tried to sound cheerful. “I realize our deduc- 
tions have been knocked out of orbit, but at least we 
know Matlack’s off our list.” 

“T feel like a goof,” Joe admitted, “Here we tackle 
a case for Dad, and we've come across nothing but 
dead ends.” 

“If we don’t get on the ball pretty soon,” Frank 
remarked, “‘we’ll be low sleuths on the totem pole!” 

‘The Hardys decided to walk for a while before return- 
ing to Manhattan. As they strode briskly along, they 
reviewed every aspect of the mystery. If Matlack was 
not their man, why was his record stolen from Radley? 
And why had Fenton Hardy taken Matlack’s files with 
him to Kentucky? 

“The answers probably are in Dad’s missing brief- 
case,” Frank surmised. “Maybe his dossier on Matlack 
would help to solve the puzzle.” 

“You're right. But that briefcase could be anywhere 
in or out of Kentucky right now.” 

For the next ten minutes the brothers walked along 
in silence. Then Frank said, “One thing is certain. 
Dad’s enemies have a super-intelligence system, They 
didn’t waste a minute picking up our trail, and seem 
0 know everything we've planned at home or in New 
York.” 

“Which means,” Joe said, “that monkey man is 
one of the gang.” He suggested that they return to 
Bayport. “If we can track down their spy network 
here,” Joe added, “‘it might put us on the right trail.” 

Frank hailed a passing taxi, and after a speedy ride, 
he driver let them out in front of their hotel. Frank 
said the fare,and turned to his brother. 

“‘Let’s case this block first!” 
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“You're right! That monkey man might still be 


surveyed the rooftops, and carefully watched for any sus 
picious motion behind the dirt-streaked windows. 

‘Joe was passing the house where Matlack had lived, 
when the front door opened. Out stepped the slovenly 
landlady, still wearing the pink housecoat. She held 
a broom in her hands and began to sweep the steps. 
Joe bounded up to her and Frank followed. 

“Milo Matlack’s dead. Why didn’t you tell us?” 
Joe asked. 

Instead of replying, the woman scurried into the 
house and locked the door. 

“Boy, she’s really scared,” Frank declared. “‘Some- 
body has threatened her to keep her quiet.” 

“But why—if Matlack is out of the picture?” 

“To keep us on the wrong track!” 

Frank and Joe walked across the street and posted 
themselves in the doorway of a vacant store in case any 
suspicious person showed up at No. 47. Nothing hap- 
pened, however, and the landlady did not reappear. 
The boys also kept an eye out for the vagrant who 
had tricked them, but the grubby drifter was not to be 
seen among the passers-by. 

Finally they returned to the hotel. The desk clerk 
handed Frank the room key. “You two checking out? 
Otherwise you'll owe us for another day.” 

“We're leaving in fifteen minutes.” > 

In their musty room the Hardys threw the few pos- 
sessions they had brought into their overnight 
Joe said to himself “Shaving kit, tooth-paste—* His 


ie a 5 

THE MYSTERY OF THE SPIRAL BRIDGE 49 
mental check stopped suddenly when he picked up his 
red-handled tooth-brush from the side of the wash- 
basin. A white paper was wrapped around it, held 
securely by an elastic band, 

“Frank, look at this!” Joe slipped off the elastic and 
opened the paper. Printed on it in crude letters was 
“Warning —Bayport is for Brats.” It was signed with an 
odd-looking M with three spiral loops. 

Frank gritted his teeth. “If Matlack weren’t dead, 
I'd swear he left this warning.” 

“It’s a dirty insult! Bayport for Brats, ch?” Joe 
exploded. “We'll show them.” 

The brothers quickly finished packing, hastened 
downstairs with their bags, and questioned the desk 


_ clerk. He denied knowledge of the toothbrush warning. 


Asilly grin came over his face. “‘Say, maybe some joker 
did it before you left home.” 

The Hardys made no comment. Handing over the 
key, they left. 

“That was a bright theory!” Joe said sarcastically, 
as the two walked away from the hotel. 

Frank stopped at the first public telephone booth 
and contacted Jack Wayne. The pilot told them the 
plane was in readiness and that he would take off 
immediately to meet them at Kennedy. Exactly on 
schedule Jack set down the Hardy plane at the airfield 
and the boys climbed into the cabin. 

The flight to Bayport was smooth and fast. From the 
airport, the young sleuths drove directly to the hospital. 
It was past visiting hours, but they were allowed to 
look in briefly on Mr Hardy. Much to Frank and Joe’s 
relief, they found their father slightly improved, but 
‘as yet unable to talk clearly. 
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Back home, Joe called Sam Radley and told of their 
experiences in New. York. He was surprised to learn 
that Matlack was dead. 

“This mystery is a real puzzler,” Sam remarked. 
“At least you two found out somebody’s worried by 
your sleuthing.” 

Sam said no further clues had turned up locally as to 
the prowler’s identity. Then the Hardys checked with 
their pals. None of the four had detected anyone sus- 
picious near the hospital or the Hardy house. 

The following morning Frank and Joe discussed 
what their next move should be. From the living-room 
came assorted thumps and clicking noises. Aunt 
Gertrude was assembling the vacuum cleaner with her 
usual vigour. 

“Goodness gracious, Gertrude!” came Mrs Hardy’s 
voice. “We cleaned thoroughly just a few days 

p 

The boys grinned and went into the living-room. 
Joe squinted his eyes, as if inspecting the room, “Aunty, 
relax, there’s not a cobweb in sight!” 

‘Aunt Gertrude pursed her lips. “Don’t be funny,” 
she said tartly, “There happens to be a spot on the 
ceiling in one corner of your father’s study.” With an 
accusing look at her nephews, she added, “You and 

ir friends were the last to use it.” 

“Wow!” Joe said. “Aunty, I'll bet you could spot 
aspeck of dust ten miles away. Better be careful, though, 
it might be a beetle!” 

“Humph!” Aunt Gertrude gathered her equip- 
ment and carried it up the carpeted stairs, 

Suddenly an electrifying thought flashed through 
Frank’s brain. He ran upstairs. Aunt Gertrude was about 


was all she could get out, because Frank 
lapped a hand over her mouth and dragged his 
flabbergasted aunt into the hall. 
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Bug Bait 


Gertruve Harpy's eyes bulged with fright as Frank 
kept a hand clapped over her mouth and hall carried 
her down the stairway into che living room, 

“Good grief!” exclaimed Joe. “What—” 

“Sh, sh!” Frank whispered frantically. “Don’t make 
a sou! He released his aunt and led the trembling 
woman into the kitchen. The others followed. 

Mrs Hardy spoke first. “What on earth are you up 
to, Frank?” 

“I know,” Aunt Gertrude said tartly as she smoothed 
her dishevelled hair and set her spectacles straight. 
“Frank has gone stark raving mad, that’s what!” She 
glared at her elder nephew. 

“['m sorry Aunty,” Frank said soothingly. “You 
sce—I think that dirt spot on the ceiling you're talking 
about is a bug.” 

“Oh! It really is a beetle! Ugh!” 

“Not that kind of bug,” Frank went on with a smile. 
“ ‘Bug’ is slang for a hidden microphone.” 

“So that’s how the crooks knew all about our Plans!” 
Joe whispered hoarsely. 

“But that seems impossible!” Mrs Hardy said. “No 
outsider has been here recently!” 

“Except Mr Kenfield,” Aunt Gertrude said. She 
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had calmed down, but there was a look of deep concern 
‘on her face. 

“Hmm. You said you heard his ladder against the 
house,” Frank reflected. ‘Joe, let’s go take a look at 
that spot.” 

After cautioning the two women to keep their voices 
low, Frank and Joe kicked off their shoes and padded 
up the stairs. They went into the study and looked at 
the speck. No larger in circumference than a pencil, it 
protruded an eighth of an inch from the ceiling, so 
close to the corner that it might not ordinarily have 
been seen, 

Frank put his finger to his lips and beckoned Joe out 
into the hall. There he whispered into his brother’s 
ear. “It’s a listening device all right. The transmitter 
must have been installed in our attic.” 

Silently Frank opened the door to the attic stair- 
way, and the boys tiptoed up. One window was opened 
halfway, and near it the Hardys spotted a small radio 

transmitter inserted between two floorboards. Impul- 
sively, Joe reached down to yank it out, but Frank re 
strained him. 

_ Retracing their steps, the boys hastened back to the 

“kitchen, 

“Well, what kind of beetle is it?” Aunt Gertrude 

asked. 

_ “The big-eared type,” Joe replied. He quickly 

‘reached for the phone wall extension and called Mr 

Kenfield, He asked for the roofer to come over immed- 

‘iately, 

In about ten minutes the roofer parked his truck in 

‘front of the house. Mr Kenfield, short and portly, was 

“wearing his work clothes. 
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“Hello, Frank, Joe,” he said, as the boys stepped 
outside to meet him. “I suppose it’s the garage rool 
you want me to look over, right?” 

“No,” Joe said. “We'd like to ask you some ques- 
tions.” 

“Shoot.” 

‘The boys’ first query was whether or not the roofer 
had gone into the attic. He said no; that he had exam- 
ined the roof from the outside only. “But the electrical 
inspector,” Mr Kenfield continued, “went into your 
attic.” 

“Who?” asked Frank. 

“An electrical inspector. He said you had some re- 
wiring done, and he’d been called to look it over.” 

‘The brothers exchanged glances, This was news to 
them! 

“How did he get in?” Joe queried. 

“Asked if he could use my ladder. It was okay with 
me. You know I’m willing to oblige.” 

“Can you describe this fellow for us?” Frank asked. 

“Why, sure. He was short, thin, kind of bandy- 
legged and agile. You should’ve seen him zip up that 
ladder! Like a—” 

“Like a monkey?” Joe put in. 

“Yes, sure, that’s it! I was going to say monkey 
miyself, but I didn’t want to insult him if he’s a friend 
of yours.” 

Joe could not help smiling. “‘He’s not.” 

Frank concluded that the roofer was not to blame. 
He had had no reason to suspect the “inspector was 
a fraud, 

“Thanks a lot, Mr Kenfield,” Frank said. “That's 
all we wanted to know.”” 


, 
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“Glad to help, any time.” 

As soon as the roofer had left, Frank exclaimed, “Joe, 
now we have a chance to turn the tables! We'll ‘confer’ 
in Dad’s study and feed the bug false information.” 

“Great!” Joe said with enthusiasm. 

“That way we can tell if the mike’s still in operation, 
and even lead the crooks on a wild goose chase,” 
Frank added. 

First the boys told their mother and Aunt Gertrude 
what they had learned, “‘So, if you see the monkey man 
anywhere around, call us right away,” Frank said. 
“And if we're not here, notify Chief Collig.” 

Aunt Gertrude shuddered. “‘First bugs, now a mon- 
key! Oh dear!” 

Frank and Joe put their plan into operation. They 
walked up the stairs noisily and entered their father’s 
study, chatting loudly. 

“Well, we've got the dope on them,” Frank said. 
‘Let’s fly down to Kentucky.” 

“Right away?” Joe asked. He looked up towards the 
microphone and winked at his brother. 

“You bet. We can get ready in a jiffy.” Frank made 
the telephone clatter as he lifted it from its cradle. 
Then, pressing the button down, he dialled and preten- 
ded to talk to their pilot. 

“Jack Wayne? . . . This is Frank Hardy. Get her 
fuelled up. We're taking off for Kentucky this after- 
noon,” 

Frank hung up with a noise that was sure to be picked 
up by the bug, then added, “‘Come on, Joe. We'll give 
those crooks a hard time.” 

The boys confided in Mrs Hardy what they had done 
and Frank told her, “We're going out to Ghet's. If 
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‘Jack should phone, please have him buzz us there.” 

“All right. I hope your ruse works.” 

The Mortons lived on a farm, The rambling home- 
stead, surrounded by rolling countryside, was a favour- 
ite haunt of the Hardy boys. The foremost attraction 
was Iola Morton, Chet's dark-haired sister, whom Joe 
regarded as his best girl. Her friend Callie Shaw, a slen- 
der, blonde, lithe girl, was often on the farm, which 
suited Frank very well since Callie was his favourite 
date. 

‘Today, as they pulled up at the house, Frank beamed. 
“There’s Callie’s car.” 

‘Joe’s face lit up. “That means Iola’s at home. We're 
both in luck.” 

The Hardys hopped out and looked for their friends. 
Suddenly they heard a dull clunk from behind the 
barn, followed by several giggles. “Oh, Chet, that was 
marvellous!” came Callie’s voice. 

“Wonder what Chet’s up to now,” Joe said. 

He and Frank trotted round a henhouse and reached 
the rear of the barn in time to see Chet, in a bulky 
sweater, bend down to pick up a heavy metal ball, 
The two girls sat in the grass, their backs propped 
against the barn wall. Seeing Frank and Joe, they im- 
mediately jumped up, 

“Hi!” dark-eyed Iola called gaily. ‘You're just in 
time to tee the exhibition of the year, by no less Li 
wa than my brother!" 

“Aw, cut it out,” said Chet. 

AE Sony ie’ baoahed kav cioeds aloe 
“Chet, you are destined to be a fabulous shot-putter.”” 

‘The Hardys stood grinning. From time to time their 
stout friend would plunge enthusiastically into a new 
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sport or hobby. As a rule, the new interest was short- 
lived. 


Frank and Joe flopped down beside the girls. “‘C’mon, 
muscles.” Joe urged. “Let's see you hurl.” 

With deliberation, Chet walked back to a circle he 
had marked out on the grass. He picked up a book 
lying there and studied it intently, The tite was 
Proper Methods for Putting the Shot, 

“T’m glad to see you concentrating so hard, Chet 
old boy,” Joe needled. 

“Kid all you want,” retorted Chet, mopping a trickle 
of sweat from his brow. “Don’t forget, the Olympics 
are coming up and Uncle Sam needs shot-putters!” 

Tola finally spoke up in defence of her brother. “No 
fooling, boys, Chet’s really getting good at this.” 

The stout boy threw out his expansive chest, balan- 
ced the shot in his right hand, and began to move his 
shoulders rhythmically. 

“Let her fly!” Frank called. 

Chet spun around and released the sphere. 

“Wow!” Joe cried out. The ball arced directly over 
the henhouse. 

Crash! With the sound of splintering wood, mingled 
with the squawking of the fowls, the metal ball pierced 
the roof, leaving a jagged hole. 

The noise brought Mrs Morton to the back steps of 
the farmhouse, “‘Chester!” she called out. “‘What’s all 
that racket?” 

“Oh nothing to worry about, Mum,” Chet replied 
hastily. “Say, Mum, would you like to have chicken 
for supper?” But Mrs Morton had already gone inside. 
Fortunately, as the young people discovered, Chet’s 
mighty missile had missed the chickens. 
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“Chet, you've got a great throw,” said Joe. “I mean 
it. What power!” 

“Yeah, but what a long time it'll take me to fix the 
henhouse roof!” Chet groaned. 

Piha’ young) peop ls's\taughters washsnbecniptes 1P7, 
Mrs Morton’s 

“Frank! Telephone!” 

He rushed into the house, his face flushed with ex- 
citement, Joe ran after him. 

“Hello. . . .Jack? . . . I thought it might be you." 

Joe stood by tensely, Then Frank burst out, “Just 
as I figured!” 


a 


New Strategy 


Jack warne had reported to Frank that someone using 
a high-powered rifle had fired a bullet into the pro- 
peller of the Hardy plane. It would take several days 
to get a new one, 

“The gunman must have shot from a good distance,” 
Jack said. “He probably hid in the foliage outside the 
field.” 

“Our enemy really wants to stop us,” said Frank. 

“But how did you know something like this might 
happen?” the pilot asked. 

The young sleuth told him about their ruse and the 
events leading up to it. “Jack,” he added, “‘this shows 
‘we can turn that bug to our own advantage.” 

“Right,” Wayne replied, “and perhaps lead the 
crooks into a trap. But the next time tell me, eh?” 

‘After Frank had apologised for the oversight, he re- 
layed the entire conversation to Joe, Chet, and the girls. 

“Ha!” Joe was gleeful. “They sure went for our bait.” 

“Now it's time to plan new tactics,” Frank said. 
“We'll get the other fellows together for a meeting 
today.” 

“And leave us out?” Callie gave a small pout, 

“We were going to invite you boys to a dance,” Iola 

Joe brightened, ““A dance? When?” 
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“Next Wednesday. It’s the annual Fresh Air Camp 
Benefit Ball,” said Callie, “We were going to buy the 
tickets and surprise you.” 

“That'd be great, but we can’t make it then,” Frank 
said regretfully. “We'll probably be far away from 
here.” 

“Like Kentucky, maybe,” Joe put in. “Can we take 
a rain check?” 

The girls were disappointed, but they wished the 
young detectives well and offered to help in any way 
they could. 

“Okay,” replied Frank. “Can you suggest a good 
place for us to hold a secret meeting?” 

“How about Tony Prito’s?” asked Callie. “They 
have a terrific basement room. Remember the party 
we had there last spring?” 

“Perfect,” Joe replied. He immediately telephoned 
the Prito residence. Tony was not at home, but his 
mother answered. 

‘When Joe made his request, Mrs Prito said, ‘By all 
means, you boys come over. And save your appetites— 
T'll make spaghetti and meatballs for all of you. You 
can hold your meeting after dinner, We'll eat at seven 
o'clock.” 

“Thanks, Mrs Prito, but—" 

“No trouble at all. I'll tell Tony as soon as he gets 
home.” 

“That’s real nice of you, Mrs Prito,” said Joe. 
“Thank you.” > 

‘When Chet heard of the dinner plans, he was de- 

ited. “Great!” he declared. “Spaghetti and meat- 
balls! Just what I need for building shot-putting 
muscles!’ 
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‘Telephone calls were quickly made to Biff and Phil, 
who said they would come. Shortly before seven that 
evening, Frank and Joe drove to the Prito home, loc- 
ated on the north side of town. Chet Morton, who was 
the last to arrive, explained that he had practised shot- 
putting until an hour before, just so that he would be 
certain to have an appetite! 

‘This statement tickled Phil Cohen. “Chet, you could 
work up an appetite just twirling your thumbs!” 

‘Tony explained that his father had gone to Kentucky 
the previous day. Mrs Prito looked troubled. “More 
bad luck on the road project,” she said, shaking her 
head. “I don’t know when it will end. Of course, the 
worst ofit is your father’s illness, Frank and Joe!” 

For a while, however, the mood of worry was dis- 
pelled by the sumptuous spread that Mrs Prito had 
prepared. The meal started with antipasto, followed 
by thick minestrone soup. By the time the boys had 
eaten their first helping of spaghetti and meatballs, 
most of their hunger had been satisfied. As usual, Chet 
was the exception. 

Mrs Prito watched with a broad smile as Chet ac- 


cepted a second generous portion. 

“Building up my strength,” he said, spearing a suc- 
culent meatball. After dessert of fresh fruit, the boys 
thanked their hostess. 


“Wow, that was some feast!” said Chet, patting his 
stomach, “I’ll be a champion shot-putter yet!” 

Biff grinned. “How about a little exercise before 
eh) ae ae ih ea pe 
clattered down to the basement. 

In the spacious recreation room the Hardys, Phil, 


and Tony decided on a billiard game, while Biff and 
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Chet trotted off to the ping-pong table at the far end. 

‘This'll get rid of that stuffed feeling, Biff,” assured 
the stout boy. 

After a few minutes of warming up, the two engaged 
in a furious tilt, The sound of the bouncing balls ming- 
led with the jolly banter of the billiard players. 

As Frank lined up a shot to send the nine ball into 
the side pocket, a terrific crash filled the basement, 
This was followed by a loud “‘oof.”” 

Startled, the other boys’ companions wheeled round 
to face the ping-pong table. It lay flat on the floor, 
with hapless Chet sprawled out across it. Red-faced, 
as the others roared with laughter, he picked himself 
up. 

“What happened?” Tony asked. 

“T fooled him with a spin shot,” Biff said. “Good old 
Chet leaned over too far and that did it.” 

Frank found that except for one splintered leg, no 
damage had been done to the table. 

Joe and Tony quickly got tools from a work-bench 
and repaired the table leg. 

“Okay, fellows,” Frank said finally. “Before Chet 
has any more accidents, let’s get down to business.” 

First, Tony took the precaution of posting his 
German shepherd dog outside the basement door. 

“Axel will war us if anybody comes snooping 
around,” he said. 

The boys seated themselves in a partitioned-off den- 
study, and Frank opened the discussion. 

* “Joe and I will lay our cards on the table. We've met 
with nothing but setbacks ever since we took over Dad’s 
case.” 

“You're not giving up?” Tony Prito put in quickly, 


“Of course not!” Joe assured him. “There’s no 
mystery that can’t be solved, if it’s worked on long 
and hard enough.” 

“Right, "Chet Morgan said sagely. “You two should 
know.”” 


Phil Cohen winked at Biff. “A hunch tells me you 
Hardys got us together to decide on a plan of action.” 

Frank smiled. “You're right, Phil. You fellows have 
always stuck with us when the going got rough.” 

Chet Morton nodded vigorously. “What else are 
pals for?” 

“I’m glad to hear that,” Joe said, “because now we 
come to the heart of the matter.” 

The Hardys were silent for a moment as Frank 
looked from face to face. “Joe and I,” he said, in 
measured words, “‘are asking each of you to join us on 
a dangerous mission.” 

Chet’s eyebrows arched like the trajectory of soaring 
shot. “Dangerous? Where?” 

“Kentucky.” 

The Hardys’ friends exchanged excited glances. 

“Yes,” Joe said, “‘let’s go to Kentucky and find out 
‘more about that sabotaged bridge and who dry- 
gulched Dad.” 

The Hardys thoroughly briefed the others on their 
sleuthing so far, including the New York trip. They 
had just concluded when Tony’s dog began barking. 

“Something’s going on!” said Tony. He dashed to 


«9. 
Fake Names 


“Down, Axel!” A deep voice came out of the dark- 
ness, followed by a happy whimper from the German 
Shepherd. 

“It’s my father!” Tony exclaimed. 

A sturdy-looking man, the dog bounding at his heels, 
stepped into the basement. 

“Hello, Mr Prito.” Joe grinned. “For a minute we 
thought you were a prowler.” 

The broad-shouldered contractor’s face, ruddy from 
years of outdoor work, creased in a smile, 

“Not guilty. When I saw all those cars parked in 
the driveway, I thought maybe a political rally was 
in progress here.” 

“Frank Hardy for Mayor,” Phil quipped. 

Everyone laughed, then sobered as Frank spoke up, 
“We were having a powwow about your road job, 
Mr Prito.” 

The group adjourned to the den, where the con- 
tractor pulled up a chair and sat down wearily. 

“I'm afraid we are licked.” 

“Did something else go wrong, Dad?” Tony asked, 

“My men started to repair the bridge, and it col- 
lapsed again. This time we found an acetylene torch 
was used to cut through the stress points of the girders. 
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‘The cuts were covered with putty filler and painted over 
to resemble rivets—so of course no one noticed any- 
thing wrong until the structure gave way.” 

“Was anyone hurt?” Chet put in, 

“Fortunately, no—they scrambled to safety in t.me.” 
Mr Prito sighed. ‘‘Unless we can find out who is causing 
the sabotage, and prove it, I may have to give up the 
whole project.” 

“And lose all that money?” Biff said. 

Joe spoke up. “Frank and I were just asking the 
fellows if they could go to Kentucky with us, Our idea 
is to get jobs on the road crew and maybe then solve 
this mystery. 

“A bold idea. What is the rest of your plan?” 


see whether anyone stayed away from work for any 
Sbngth of tine. 

Phil grinned happily. “Great! That'll give me time 
to sketch.” 

“Hey, what about me?” demanded Chet. 

“A labourer,” Frank said. “That'll really build up 
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your muscles—while your picking up gossip from the 
other workers.” 

“Sort of like a spy, ch?” 

“That’s right,” Tony interjected. “Secret agent 008, 
with the accent on the a-t-e.” 

Chet grinned and accepted his new role. “And what 
may I ask, are Frank and Joe Hardy going to be? Spy 
supervisors?” 

“Espionage foremen, so to speak,” quipped Tony. 

“Not quite pal.” Frank explained that the Hardys 
would work with the bridge crew. In that way, they 
could’ keep close tabs on the workmen in case one or 
two might be connected with sabotaging the project. 

“But eyerybody knows the name Hardy,” Mr Prito 


» said. “The saboteurs would soon catch on that you 


are Fenton’s sons,” 

In answer Frank pulled out a piece of paper from 
his pocket. “We've already worked that out, by each 
of us keeping his first name and changing only the 
surname,” 

‘Joe added, “The payroll records can be corrected 
for the government later, can’t they, Mr Prito?” 

“Yes, indeed.” 

Frank unfolded the paper and spread it on the table. 

“You picked our fake names already?” Biff asked 
with a grin, 

“Sure thing. Listen: 

Frank Teller 


; ‘THE MYSTERY OF THE SPIRAL BRIDGE 67 


“A masterpiece!” Phil declared. “Joe, you're blond 
like a Scandinavian, and Tony could pass for Spanish.” 

“But what about Chet Ball?” asked Biff. 

“Oh, I get it,” said Chet. “That metal ball I’ve 
been shot-putting.” 

The boys began trying out their aliases on one 
another, 


“Biff McGuire,” said Biff. “Not bad, sounds like a 
teal rugged character.” 

“And we'll need a few on this trip,” declared Joe. 

By now the Hardys had generated such enthusiasm 
among their friends that Mr Prito finally acceded to 
the plan. 

“It’s a risky one remember!” the contractor warned. 
“But good luck. You can reach me here if necessary. 
I have several other projects going.” 

Frank and Joe suggested that the other boys leave 
Bayport one by one, at varying times, in order to avoid 
attracting attention. 

“We're leaving on the early bus tomorrow morning,” 
said Frank. “‘We’ll see you all in Kentucky.” 

On the way home Joe was jubilant. Now that they 
had hoodwinked their enemies by their own micro- 
phone, he was sure the criminals could be thrown com- 


la, 
Brisas an the ea a We we ca or 
chickens too soon,” Frank said, as they drove into the 


garage, 

So exuberant were the two boys that they dashed 
through the kitchen and raced upstairs to their 
father’s study. Frank closed the door, winked at his 
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brother, and mustered up his most doleful voice. 
“Joe,” he said, “this case is too much for us, I think 
we should quit and let the police handle everything.” 
With a mocking expression, Joe jabbed his finger 
over the back of his shoulder towards the bug on the 
ceiling. “Right, Frank. We know when we're licked.” 
Just then there was a quiet knock at the door, When 
Joe opened it, Mrs Hardy beckoned them into the hall 
and down the stairs. In the living-room she whispered, 
“You two came in so fast, I couldn't tell you.” 
“Tell us what?” queried Frank, noting his mother’s 
look of alarm. 

“Come, I'll show you. 

Aunt Gertrude joined them. She too, seemed 
fearful. 

“Oh, do be careful, Frank and Joe,” Miss Hardy 
said in a strained voice. 

Joe scratched his head. “‘What’s this all about?” 
‘Mrs Hardy walked into the kitchen, picked up a 
flashlight from the table, and led her sons into the 
side yard. She played the beam up the house. Her sons 
gasped. A light nylon rope, looped around the chimney 
top, ran past an attic window to within a foot of the 


“Gertrude and I noticed it when we came home from 
the hospital,” Mrs Hardy explained. 

“Great gophers!” Joe exclaimed. “Somebody 
climbed up there!” In a moment the boys were bound- 
ing through the kitchen, into the hall, up the stairs and 
into the attic, Frank turned on the switch and the attic 
was flooded with light. The Hardys took one look and — 
and groaned. The radio transmitter was gone! 

The trickers had been tricked! 
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‘Joe hastened to the window near the chimney and 
looked out. The nylon rope dangled only inches away 
from the sill, 

“The monkey man!” Frank exclaimed. 

_ The boys looked at each other, sick with fury over 
the way they had been outmanoeuvred. Suddenly 
there was a crash, followed by a tinkling of glass. 

“It's downstairs,” Frank said. “Come on!” 

The boys ran to the first floor. They arrived in the 
living-room to find Aunt Gertrude and Mrs Hardy 
standing motionless, their faces registering shock, 

“What happened? What—” 

Joe pointed to the living-room window, which had 
a large, jagged hole in the centre. The boys’ gaze 
travelled to the rug, on which lay a large ball-bearing 
‘with a paper wrapped loosely around it. 

Aunt Gertrude found her voice. “Thieves! Crimi- 
nals! Murderers!” she cried shrilly. 

Frank snatched up the paper, and with hearts 
pounding, he and Joe read the message: “Wise guys 

‘stay in Bayport.” It was signed with the three-looped 

letter M. 
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Monkey on a String 


‘Tue latest threat from the Hardys’ enemies only served 
to stiffen the boys’ resolve. Frank and Joe quietly left 
the house and stealthily searched the grounds. But 
they discovered no clue to the missile hurler. 

Frank stopped at the dangling nylon rope and yanked 
it hard. It was firmly fastened around the chimney. 

“The fellow must be great with a lariat,” said Joe. 
“Wonder why he left it here.” 

Frank had a theory. If the intruder had been sur- 
prised by Mrs Hardy and Aunt Gertrude, he might 
have shinned down a drainpipe on the other side of 
the house. 

“Without time to unfasten and take his rope,” Joe 
added. 

“Right.” 

The boys had a whispered conterence. 

“Okay!” Joe said. ‘Let's try it!” 

They confided their plans for the Kentucky trip 
to their mother and Aunt Gertrude. The women, 
although apprehensive, did not oppose the idea, 

“We found your father better this evening,” said 
Mrs Hardy. “But he’s still not fully conscious. I sup- 
pose he would want you to take his iz 

Next, Joe phoned Radley, telling him of their plans, 
Sam approved heartily and wished the boys success, 
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“I'll keep an eye on your dad and your house,” he 
sromised. “Keep me posted.” 

The boys then got out their suitcases, and as they 
packed, cut off all the telltale labels from their clothing. 

“Have you got the binoculars?” asked Frank. 

“Roger. And our miniature radio transmitter.” 
They were about to shut their bags when Mrs Hardy 
and Aunt Gertrude came into the room. 

“Do you have your heavy sweaters?” Miss Hardy 
asked with an air of authority. “Kentucky isn’t Miami, 
you know.” 

“But, Aunty, we're not going to the North Pole!” 
joe protested. “‘Besides, it’s summer.” 

““Never mind. It still gets chilly in the woods at 
night,” she insisted. 

“All right,” Frank agreed. He reached in the closet 
ind pulled out two heavy woollen sweaters which he 
ind Joe hurriedly packed. 

“And now, Mother,” Frank said, “will you drive 
18 to the bus depot? We can catch the midnight bus.” 

After receiving parting admonitions and a hug from 
heir aunt, the boys and Mrs Hardy got into the car 
ind soon were at the terminal. 

“This bus to Kentucky goes via Pittsburgh, Mum," 
‘rank said. “Goodbye and don’t worry.” 

He and Joe embraced their mother, then swung 
board. A few minutes later, with a roar of its diesel 
notor, the vehicle swung out on to the main street, 
jut it had gone only four blocks when Frank tapped the 
iriver on the shoulder, 

“We'd like to get off here, please.” 

“What? We've hardly started,” argued the driver, 
(This isn’t a local, y’know.”” 
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“e's very important,” Joe said solemnly, 

“Okay, okay.” 

‘The bus stopped at the next corner and the boys 
hopped off. They strode rapidly back home, approach- 
ing the house cautiously from the rear. Nimbly they 
hopped a fence into their backyard. Silent as shadows, 
the Hardys cached their suitcases behind the garage, 
then crept to a sheltering clump of rhododendrons, 
Tensely they waited, their eyes fixed on the chimney. 

Joe whispered, “Do you really think someone will 
come back for the rope?” 

“Sure.” 

Earlier Frank had reasoned that ther enemy was 
watching for his opportunity to return to the Hardy 
home undetected and retrieve the rope. Therefore, 
he would be more likely to do so if he thought the 
brothers had left town. 

Half an hour passed. Forty-five minutes. Joe glanced 
into the starry sky and saw that Orion had moved 
some distance west in the velvety black sky. The boys” 
muscles ached. 

“Frank, I don’t think anybody will—” 

Joe's words were cut off by a nudge from his brother, 
‘The crouching boys peered through the shrubs at a 
small figure creeping round the side of their house. 
Joe put his mouth to Frank's ear. “The monkey 
man!” 

“Shi 

The prowler stopped, listened, then advanced to- 
wards the nylon rope. ‘The Hardys were tense with 
excitement, but dared not move a muscle lest they 
scare off their enemy. They must capture him at any 
cost, if their trip to Kentucky were to bring results, 


{ 


sabotage. 

The intruder waited as if to make sure everyone was 
safely asleep in the darkened house. Then the man 
sprang to his full height, which was a scant five feet. 
Like a cat, he glided up to the rope, seized it, and began 
virtually walking up the side of the Hardy house. 

‘The boys Put their plan into action. Cautiously Joe 


stepped out of the attic window close to the rope. 
He, too, seized the nylon rope and began to slide 
down it. 

The monkey man was caught between the Hardys! 

He shrieked in rage and defiance, “You won’t get 
me!” 

With that, he crashed through the screen of an open 
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As the trio rolled over and over, the trapped prowler, 
though small, fought with the fury of a wild animal. 
His arms and legs writhed like snakes as he tried to 
escape the Hardys’ steel grip. 

Dishevelled and bruised, the boys finally subdued 
the monkey man, and sat astride him. Mrs Hardy had 
called the police and soon a squad car roared up. A 
lieutenant entered and mapped handcuffs on the 


prisoner. 

Chief Collig arrived minutes later, having received 
word of the fracas at his home. 

“Do you know this man, Chief?” asked Frank, as the 
monkey man glowered at his captors. 

“T'll say. He’s on the wanted list. His name is Monk 
Smith, an ex-con.” 

Frank and Joe told Collig of Smith’s assault on them 
in New York. “We figure,” Joe added in a low voice, 
“he fits in somewhere with the bridge mystery Dad 
was working on.” 

The chief turned to the prisoner. ““Who put you up 
to this caper, Monk?” : 

Smith only scowled, and would not reply to this 
question or to any others. 

“Okay, take him down to the lockup,” Collig in- 
structed finally. ““Maybe he’ll sing there.” 

‘The police chief said that the ex-convict would be 
held without bail for a few days, in order to give the 
Hardys a better chance to work incognito in Kentucky. 

After the police car had sped off, the boys took down. 
the rope. “This might come in handy,” Joe said as 
he coiled the light nylon and put it in his suitcase. ! 

In a short time the brothers said goodbye again to 
their mother and Aunt Gertrude. 


The monkey man was caught between the Hardys! 
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Baas grinned. “This time we're really Kentucky- 
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the next bus out. Settling back in the comfortable seats, 
the weary young sleuths soon fell fast asleep as the bus 
hummed along the dark highway. 

The next day found the Hardys’ pals leaving Bayport 
‘as arranged, separately and at different times: first, 
Tony; next, Chet; third, Biff; and Phil was last to 
depart. Their arrival times were spaced so that over the 
weekend, each made his way independently to the con- 
struction shack of John Losi. 

Mr Prito’s trusted assistant was expecting them, and 
without delay assigned the four to their respective jobs. 
Monday, their first day at work, was a busy one. It 
was not until Tuesday morning that the 
became worried about the delayed arrival of the Hardy 
boys. Chet rested on his shovel next to a pile of dirt 
alongside a section of freshly poured concrete. 

“Where are Frank and Joc?” he wondered. “They 
left before any of us did.” 

‘Among the swarms of workers in the densely wooded 
area, Chet could make out his three cohorts, Tony, 
stripped to the waist in the hot sun, was repairing a 
tractor by the roadside. Biff was driving a concrete 
mixer, while Phil Cohen, busy writing on a clipboard, 
stood near an abutment of the bridge under con- 
struction. 

A brusque voice at his elbow startled Chet. 

“We'll never build this road with you leaning on your 
shovel, buster.” 

‘The newcomer, a sandy-haired, hard-eyed man, told 
Chet he was Bond Deemer, the regular hiring agent. 
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“J just got back this morning before Losi left. When 
did you come on the job?” 

Somewhat taken off guard, Chet stammered, “Well, 
ah, we—I—got here late on, Saturday, when Mr. Losi 


Chet gulped. “‘Chet Ball.” 

“Okay,” said Deemer. “I expect a full day’s work. 

Understand?” 
Deemer strode off and Chet resumed shovelling. 
‘The hefty boy glanced up now and then at his strange 
surroundings. Across from the road site, set among the 
pine trees, were five trailers. Four were used as bunk- 
houses and the fifth, much larger, contained the 
kitchen and commissary. 

Despite his gloomy mood, Chet felt hunger pangs. 
“Wish it was chow time,” he thought. The nearest 
town, Boonton, was too far away for a quick hop to” 
obtain a sack of hamburgers. 

Chet’s eyes roved to the wide, gushing stream and 
the bridge, built halfway across. This was the one, he 
knew, that twice had collapsed, and now the crew 
_was ean ont pushing its construction for the third 


Bik ort consciously, Chet again paused in his work, 
How could they do any sleuthing without Frank and 
‘Joe? he asked himself disconsolately. 

“Hey, Ball!” A lantern-jawed man hopped off the 
cement mixer and strolled towards Chet. 

“‘Wh-who, me?” 

“Your name is Ball, isn’t it?” 

“Yes, Mr Angan,” Chet replied hastily. 

It hadn’t taken the newcomers long to learn that 
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Robert Angan was the foreman, and a rough task- 
master at that! 

“Look, Ball, you're not paid to stand there like the 
Statue of Liberty! Get to work!” 

Embarrassed, Chet dug his shovel deep into the 
loose dirt. “‘That’s right,” Angan needled, “Act like 
you're alive!”” 

A few minutes later Chet straightened up to ease his 
aching back. Across from him he spied two sturdy 
youths in dungarees hauling a large log on their shoul- 
ders, Chet bravely restrained a whoop of joy. Frank and 
Joe Hardy! 

Frank, in the lead, gave a slight nod of recognition 
as he and Joe proceeded towards the bridge. Chet 
started to whistle, and dirt flew furiously from his 
shovel. 


“Hey, Ball, that’s more like it!” yelled Angan. 

A shrill blast from a steam whistle signalled the noon 
hour. Trucks and construction vehicles ground to a 
halt, and all the workmen headed towards the com- 
missary. Meals were eaten at long, rough-hewn tables 
inside the trailer, Many of the old-timers sat together, 
talking and joking as they ate. 

Frank, Joe, and their friends managed to find seats 
near one another, but chatted casually as if they had 
just met. Across from the Hardys sat a tall hillbilly 
youth. He had large hands and a long neck, and his 
Adam's apple bobbed up and down when he swallowed. 

“My name is Jensen—Joe Jensen,” Joe Hardy said, 
extending a hand. 

The youth looked up shyly from under a shock of 
brown hair. “Mine’s Willy Teeple.” 

“Live around here?” asked Joe. 
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“Yup.” 

‘The Hardys could see that Willy was not one for con 
versation. The sentences he spoke were barely longer 
than one or two words. The foreman, Angan, who hap- 
pened to be at the boys’ table, seemed to take great 
delight in riding the workmen. 

“See here, Gonzales,” he said to Tony. “If you don’t 
get that tractor fixed pretty soon, you'll be heading 
back south of the border!” 

“Yes, sir!” Tony replied. 

“Don’t sir me!” Angan shot back. “Just do what 
you’re hired for.” 

“Yes, Mr Angan.” 

“As for you, Jensen, you dumb Swede”—Angan 
turned to Joe—'T noticed you bothering the guys with 
questions. What are you? A : 

With difficulty Joe held back a retort and mumbled, 
“Sorry.” 

Chet, ravenous, reached for a third piece of bread. 
He changed his mind abruptly as Angan stared at him, 

“We don’t like heavyweights on our crew!” the fore- 
man said pointedly. 

Having finished, Chet rose to leave. As he neared 
the end of the bench where Angan sat, Chet accident- 
ally jostled the man’s elbow, and the cup of coffee he 


“Dummy!” roared Angan, jumping up. With one 
hand he grasped the front of Chet’s work shirt and 
twisted it until the buttons nearly popped. His other 
fist cocked back. “For two cents I’d—” 

Without warning, Willy Teeple’s big hands grasped 
the foreman’s wrist in a vice-like grip, 

“J wouldn’t do that, Mr Angan,” Willy said softly. 


n- 
Jailbird Language 


Wuty Teepce’s grasp prevented Angan’s fist from 
sailing to its mark on Chet’s jaw. The foreman released 
him and swung on Willy. At the same iristant, Bond 
Deemer ran over and forced himself between the two, 

“What's the idea of interfering, Teeple?” Deemer 
thundered. “‘Angan handles the men around here,” 

‘The hillbilly backed off, his face showing no resent- 
ment, “Okay, Mr Deemer,” he said. 

‘Chet, meanwhile, had stood by half stunned by the 
foreman’s sudden violence. His pals had found it hard 
‘Not to go to his aid. To their surprise, Angan turned to 
Chet apologetically, “ 

“I’m sorry Ball,” he said. “I shouldn’t have lost my 
temper, But we're in an awful mess around here and 
my nerves are on edge.” 

_ “That's all right, Mr Angan,” replied Chet, relieved. 

“You know what will happen if our bad luck con- 
itinues,”” Angan said, looking about in appeal to the on- 
looking workmen. “The Prito company will be pena- 
llized five hundred dollars a day for every day extra it 
{takes to finish this job beyond the time we've contracted 


for.” 
Tony spoke up. “I guess that would just about put 

his rito out of business, woulda’ wouldn’t it?” 
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“I'm alraid so,” Angan replied, “and Prito’s a good 


ty.” 

Migs break it up,” Deemer ordered impatiently. 

“Back to work.’ 

With a scuffle of heavy boots, the workmen filed out 
of the commissary. On the way Chet thanked Willy for 
coming to his rescue. The gangling youth gave a quick 
nod and turned off. Soon power shovels were chugging 
and earth-moving equipment went bouncing over the 
rough, unfinished portions of the highway. Working to- 
gether, Frank and Joe found an opportunity to discuss 
the work gang. 

“It’s hard to tell who's friend or foe,” Joe remarked. 
“But I guess it’s too soon to form any suspicions.” 

The Hardys agreed that Angan, although hot 
tempered, seemed to be all right. 

“He was actually sorry for Mr Prito,” Frank observed. 

“Deemer’s not especially good-natured, either,” said 
Joe. “But he seems okay.” 

‘The Hardys’ contact with their pals for the rest of the 
day was brief and surreptitious, 

“Anything new?” Frank asked, as he passed close to 


‘The same question, whispered in passing, to Phil, 
Biff, and Tony also produced a negative reply, 

After the evening meal, Frank drew his brother 
aside. “We've got to do some sleuthing tonight,” he said. 

‘The Hardys sauntered among the workmen lounging 
about, some smoking, others chatting in front of the 
bunk trailers. Frank sat on a tree stump while Joe 
flopped on a grassy knoll nearby. Soon they were cas 
ually approached by Tony. 
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“Hi, there,” he said in a loud voice, “How do you 
like working here?” Then in lowered tones, he added, 
“What took you both so long?” 

In a nonchalant manner, but in a guarded voice, 
Frank explained that he and Joe had stopped to inves 
tigate the town of Boonton. 

“We thought we'd give you fellows a chance to get 
settled on the job before we showed up,” Joe put in, 
adding that they had checked in with Mr Losi just be- 
fore he had left for Bayport earlier that morning. The 
brothers had learned that no one named Felix was on 
the work force. 

Frank told of the equipment they had brought. “We 
have got the binoculars, a nylon rope, and a minature 
short-wave radio set hidden in a large cinder block un- 
der our bunk trailer.” 

“Good,” Tony said with a smile. “The rest of us only 
brought muscles. And do we need ’em!” 

As it grew dark, cool air settled down from the hills 
‘and the tired workers drifted away to turn in for the 
ight. 

» Frank and Joe were billeted in a trailer away from 
| the rest of their pals, with Frank’s bunk located above 
's. Near midnight the Hardys, careful not to awaken 
their bunk mates, sneaked outside and noiselessly made 
their way to the neighbouring trailer, housing Angan 
and Deemer. Voices came from inside, 

Joe stood on his brother’s shoulders and peered 
through one of the windows. Angan was sleeping. 
Deemer was sitting crossed-legged on the floor, playi 
cards with two men. Willy Teeple looked on sleepily. 
As one of the workmen turned his head, Joe ducked 
of sight and dropped to the ground. The Hardys 
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pressed close to the metal wall of the trailer and listened 
intently. The language of the card players was inter- 
spersed with many slang words which the boys had 
never heard before. It certainly was not the jargon of 
their Bayport ‘High School crowd! The young sleuths 
made mental notes of the odd expressions, 

Pair of bins; oiler; half stamp; clobby joint; long nit; 
bath in the canal; bice; baron. 

“What kind of lingo is that?” Joe whispered. 

Suddenly there was a shuffling of feet and Deemer 
said in a loud voice, “Willy, you be the long nit to- 
morrow.” 

“They're breaking up!” Joe muttered. He and Frank 
hastened to their own bunks and quietly climbed in. 

Next morning as the Hardys dressed, Frank whis- 
pered to his brother, ‘Joe, I think I have it solved. I 
remember Dad speaking about convict lingo, and some 
of those words last night sounded like jailbird slang.” 

“Good grief!” Joe exclaimed. “We may be in a hor- 
net’s nest of ex-cons.”” 

The working day started early and the Hardys were 
assigned by Angan to carry planks for the carpenters 
who were building concrete forms to be used for the 
bridge’s support columns, They spotted their four bud- 
dies as they passed by. Frank and Joe also noted that 
Willy Teeple was nowhere to be seen. 

At mid-morning the workmen paused for their coffee 
break, This gave Frank the chance he had been waiting 
for. He hastened to his bunk trailer, crawled beneath 
it, and removed the small radio. Concealing it under 
his shirt, Frank hurried back to Joe and slipped him 
the set. 

“Quick!” Frank whispered. “Nobody is working on 
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‘the bridge now. There’s a good hiding place under- 
neath the abutment. Contact Radley and ask him about 
those strange words, 

While Frank stood guard some distance away, Joe 
nonchalantly ambled over to the bridge. He made sure 
no one was looking, then ducked underneath, turned on 
the transmitter, and called Radley in Bayport. 

After a few tense minutes of waiting, Joe got through 
to his father’s operative. He spoke rapidly, asking about 
the odd vocabulary the boys had heard the night before, 

“That’s con language, all right,” Radley said. “Joe, 
be extra careful!” 

Radley translated the words which Joe carefully 
memorized: 


pair of bins — binoculars 

oiler —  soft-soaper 

half stamp — atramp 

clobby joint — a gambling house 

long nit — a lookout man 

bath in the canal — drown 

bice — two-year prison term 

baron — convict profiting in 
prison 


Joe thanked Radley and signed off. Then he thought 
in surprise “‘So that’s why Willy’s not on the job today— 
he’s lookout for that con bunch.” 

Joe secreted the short-wave radio in his clothes and 
'started to climb out from under the bridge. Suddenly 
|he stopped short. Nearly concealed behind an empty 
icement bag were three sticks of dynamite! Joe ex- 
amined them gingerly. sae iets ens 1 eee 
|with any detonating device, 
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“So that’s next on the gang’s list—blow up the 
bridge!” Joe thought, picking up the sticks, Just then 
he heard the familiar bird call whistle used by the 
Hardy boys to warn each other, 

Before Joe had a chance to move, Robert Angan 
scrambled down the slope. He glared angrily at Joc. 
“So you’re one of the guys making trouble for us!” Angan 
said, and snatched the dynamite sticks, “Where'd you 
get these?” 

‘Joe pleaded innocence, explaining that he had gone 
under the bridge to cool off during the break and had 
spotted the explosives there, 

That's a great story,” the foreman snorted. He hid 
the dynamite sticks in his shirt so that the others would 
not notice them. Then he marched Joe directly to the 
project shack, Bond Deemer was working on some 


papers. 

‘Angan produced the explosives. “Caught Jensen here 
with it.” 

Deemer was speechless for a moment, then he 
stormed, “You sneak! You'll go to jail for this.” 

“But I had nothing to do with this dynamite!” Joe 
protested. “Remember, I just started work yesterday. 
Somebody else put these sticks under the bridge.” 

“Listen Jensen,” Angan said, “I had you pegged for 
a troublemaker the minute you showed up here.” 

Deemer’s anger had receded. He tapped his pencil 
and looked thoughtfully at Joe. “We can’t afford to 
lose men on this job, Angan. I believe the kid’s telling 
the truth about the explosives.” 

“Okay,” said Angan, pacing nervously, “It’s your 
responsibility, Deemer. But one false move—” he point-— 
ed at Joe—“and you're through!” 
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_ This time Angan assigned Joe to learn to run a 
grader machine. “So I can keep you in sight,” he said. 

Later the foreman approached Frank. “You there, 
Teller!” he called. “I want you to learn how to handle 
a pan.” He pointed to a huge high-wheeled earth- 
carrying machine stopped beside the road and Angan 
called up to the driver, “Yancy, teach this kid how to 
operate it, then he can spell you.” 

Frank climbed on to the monster machine, the rubber 
tyres of which were taller than he. He found Yancy to 
be a bluff individual, sun-tanned, with bulging arm 
muscles and a broad face. 

The machine started to bounce along, and Yancy 
readily explained its mechanics to Frank. After the 
machine had dropped a load of dirt by the side of the 
road, Yancy turned to his new assistant. “You got an 
easy job, kid. You must know the baron.” 

“Who?” Frank could have bitten off his tongue. 
From that moment on, Yancy said not a word and it 
was all work and no talk. 

Several times Frank tried to start a friendly conver- 
sation, but with no luck. 

At the end of the day’s work, the Hardys met beside 
the swift-moving stream to wash up. 

Frank told his brother of Yancy’s clamming up after 
ne had asked who the baron was. 

“Do you know where Yancy’s bunk is, Joe?” 

“Yes, in Deemer’s trailer.” 

“Then I think I'll do a little eavesdropping tonight,” 
Frank said. 

An offhand exchange with the other four boys proved 
hat they had uncovered nothing unusual during the 
Hay. Late that night Frank sidled up to Yancy’s trailer 
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and put his ear close to the door. The voices inside were 

subdued, but clear enough for the young sleuth to iden- 

tify them as Yancy’s and Deemer’s. The boy held his 

breath and listened intently, noting certain words he 
lingo. 


nection with the discovery of the dynamite. Then 
Yancy spoke up. “What about this Frank Teller? 1 
thought he was an apple, but he ain’t.” 

A third voice said, “I hear by the grapevine Teller 
did a bice.” 

A cold chill went up Frank’s spine, So they thought 
he was an ex-jailbird! “No wonder Yancy figured I 
knew the baron!” Frank gritted his teeth. “If only I 
hadn’t asked ‘who’?” 

Suddenly there was a noise nearby. Frank ducked 
round the trailer and flattened himself against it as a 
flashlight’s beam stabbed the darkness, 


12. 
The Protector 


Frank held his breath as the light flashed about near 
the entrance to the trailer. Then it went off. The door 
squeaked open and shut. 

‘A voice from inside said, “Oh, it’s you Willy. What 
alayabout! Here, give me the glasses.” 

“Arkitnay!” retorted Willy Teeple. Frank heard two 
heavy boots drop to the floor, then all grew silent, Frank 
waited, but no further talk came from within, so he 
quietly returned to his own trailer. Inside he whis- 
pered to Joe: 

“First we have to prove those ex-cons are doing 
something crooked here. In that case, maybe the police 
can help us, But we're upiagainst a tough assignment, 
Joe. Come on. Let’s contact Radley again. 
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trailer. Joe retrieved the radio set, then the Hardys 
the road. 

Once out of sight of the work camp, Frank flicked 
“rca aps op tamata ia al 
through the dense forest. Progress was slow. 

“Do you think it’s safe to stop now?” asked Joe. 

“No, They may have a lookout this close to the 
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Stumbling and groping, Frank and Joe plodded on 
through a stand of pine trees. Finally they came to a 
small clearing, where the moonlight illuminated a 
huge boulder. The Hardys dropped to the ground, their 
backs against the stone, 

“Okay,” said Frank. “Let's get Radley.” 

Joe turned on the transmitter, then put in the call 
to Bayport. No response. 

‘Joe tried again, without results, “Did you check the 
batteries?” asked Frank. 

“There’s plenty of juice,” his brother replied. 

Just then a ham operator came in strong and clear. 
He asked Joe where he was located. 

Joe was polite, but said this was an emergency call 
and would the ham please sign off. 

“As you say. Good luck. Over and out.” 

“Whew! I hope the cons aren’t listening in,” said 
Frank. 

“If they are, we’re sunk!” declared Joe. He called 
Radley again. This time a faint reply reached their ears 
among interference. Joe tuned out some of the static, 

“Sam? . . . This is Joe. How’s Dad?” 

‘The reply was heartening. Fenton Hardy was im- 
proving steadily! “He has intervals of lucidity,” Radley 
reported, “‘but his memory is foggy.” 

‘The operative went on to say that X rays had shown 
reason for this. “Fenton must have been hit on the 
back of the neck,” Radley said. “The doctors feel that 
his memory won't be clear for at least a week or so,” 

“But he will get better!” Joe said tersely. 

“Definitely.” 

With a sigh of relief, Joe passed the radio to Frank, 
who told Sam, “I’ve heard some more of those words. 
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For instance, they called me an apple. What’s that?” 
“A swindler.” Radley chuckled. “They think you’re 
a crook, Frank. That’s good!” 
“Don’t tell Aunt Gertrude!” Frank grinned. 
“Got a pencil and paper?” Radley asked, “I can give 
you a list of prison slang your father compiled.” 
“Roger.” 


Joe turned on his flashlight and laid it on the ground, 


Then, as Sam dictated, he jotted down: 
copa heel — torn 
tin star — country sheriff 
torch man — safecracker 
cheeser — asafe easy to open 
arkitnay — shut up 
big note — awealthy man 
bindlestiff — hobo 
in the bing — solitary 
finger man — informer 
equalizer — gun 
Suddenly Radley was cut off. 


“Oh—oh, what's up?” Joe fretted. 

“Bad atmospheric conditions, probably,” Frank said 
“We'd better get back.” 

“Okay, swindler,” needled Joc. “We have enough 

_ words to work on,” 

‘They started as quietly as they could. But it was im- 
possible to avoid stepping on twigs which snapped and 
cracked loudly, Frank used the light sparingly, as a 
precaution against being spotted. 

“Suddenly Joe said, Hey, look!” 

‘Just ahead of them lay a narrow path, which came 
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to a fork. A right turn would lead them to the camp. 
The left-hand trail headed in the direction of a moun- 
tain ridge. Frank bent down and flashed his light over 
the ground near the path, Among the matted pine 
needles was a half-burned safety match. 

“Somebody's been using this trail, and more than 
likely one of the workmen,” Frank commented. 

“‘Let’s follow it towards the mountain,” said Joe, 

“Sort of late now.” 

Joe was not to be dissuaded. “But we might find a 
good clue.”” 

“Okay, but we can’t be long,” Frank replied. 

‘At first the path was easy to follow, with the moon 
providing enough light to guide them. But as the Hardys 
reached higher ground, a series of switchbacks made 
the going laborious. 

‘Joe stopped suddenly. “Say, Frank,” he whispered, 
“do you suppose this leads to some kind of lookout — 
spot?” 

Instead of answering, Frank seized Joe by the wrist 
and pulled him behind a pine tree. “I thought I saw 
something move!” He pointed to an opening between 
the pines. 

“J don’t see anything,” said Joe. 

“Follow me!” Frank ordered, Getting down on all 
fours, the boys crept across the trail, flattening them- 
selves now and then to listen. They heard a clink, like 
the sound of metal. 

Frank skirted round the trees, then stopped at the 
edige of the opening. Here the pines grew so close to- 
gether they completely obscured the moonlight. 

Joe inched up beside his brother. “It looks like a 
cave of some kind,” he whispered, 
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Frank nodded, pointing to a stump some thirty feet 
_ away, atop which was a box-like object. 

‘The boys lay side by side in the darkness, wondering 
what to do next. Was someone hiding in the cave? 
Should they risk entering it? Or should they wait and 
come back later? 

“We have the advantage of surprise,” Frank said 
finally. The boys rose to their feet, then tiptoed forward. 
Now they could see plainly that the opening was indeed 
acave, 

“When I shine the light, we'll dash in,” Frank said. 
The flashlight’s glare revealed two eyes gleaming at 
them, as a menacing growl issued from the cave mouth. 

“Good grief!” Joe cried out. “A bear!” 

As the huge beast lunged from the cave, the Hardys 
turned and fled. The growls of the bear became fiercer 
as it crashed through the trees, 

Frank and Joe fairly flew on to the trail. Suddenly 
the bear gave a loud grunt. This was followed by a 
the animal was no longer pursuing them. They halted, 
trembling and out of breath. 

“Whew! I thought we were done for,” Frank said. 
“‘A black bear that size can tear your head off.” 

‘The young detectives retraced their steps cautiously 
to the spot where the bear had stopped. “There he is,” 
Joe pointed, and Frank shone his light on the animal. 
‘The boys’ jaws dropped in astonishment. The bear was 
fettered by a long chain, at which he strained towards 
the box on the stump, two feet away. 

“Leapin’ lizards!” Frank exclaimed. “That's a bee~ 
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‘The Hardys deduced that someone wanted the trail 
guarded and had done this by keeping the bear chained 
in the cave, tantalizing it day and night by a feast of 
honey just out of reach. 

‘The length of the chain was cunningly contrived, 
the boys observed. It extended across the trail so that 
an unsuspecting wayfarer would be frightened out of 
his wits, or even gravely injured by the voracious bear. 

“Bears normally stay out of people’s way,” Frank 
remarked, “but this one has a right to hold a grudge 
against humans.” 

‘Making sure to stay clear of the bears’ flicking claws, 
the boys lifted the hive from the stump and heaved it 
close to the bear, whereupon the animal quickly ripped 
the hive apart and began to devour the honey. 

“Wow! Somebody is going to be surprised!” Joe said, 
with a chuckle, 

They speculated on the reason for the “bear trap,” 
and who was resopnsible, and wondered if it had any 
connection with their case. The boys started back along 
the sloping trail. As they descended, the Hardys were 
startled to hear a man’s voice calling: 

“Hey, Swede! Teller! Are you there?” 

“Tt’s Deemer,” Frank whispered. “Let’s lie low. We 
don’t want to tip our hand yet.” 

‘The Hardys dived behind a thicket and crouched 
motionless, hardly daring to breath, Suddenly came 
the sharp crack of gunfire! Bullets whizzed overhead, 
thudding ominously into the trees. Then it was quiet, 
Finally the cracking of the twigs came to their ears, 

‘As the sound gradually grew fainter, Joe took a deep 
breath. “‘He’s leaving. Why do you suppose he shot at 
us, Frank?” 
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“He's jittery.” 

‘The Hardys made their way cautiously along the 
trail behind the rifleman, But, again, they were halted 
“70g oie ac aaa a Se 

glow spread over the sky. 

“probs said Joe, “It’s not sunrise yet!” 

‘The ceric light gave the black sky an awesome tint, 

“This is the spookiest spot I’ve ever been in,” Joe 
murmured. 

“And the most dangerous!” Frank added. 

“Pll say! Maybe there’s a forest fire!” But Joe’s guess 
proved wrong when the pink light soon vanished and 
all was dark again. 

Mystified, the Hardys went on towards the camp. 
Every few feet they stopped to listen. The thought of 
Deemer, perhaps lying in wait to ambush them, caused 
the boys to break out in a cold sweat. Finally the trailers 
came into view. 

“Look!” said Frank, halting abruptly. In the moon- 
light they could see Deemer sitting beside the door of 
their trailer, holding a rifle between his legs. 

“Oh, swell!” Joe said in disgust, “How do we get 
in?” 


‘The boys decided on a decoy action. Joe scooped up 
arock and hurled it full force over the trailer, It landed 
with a thud. Deemer leapt up, Joe tossed another large 
stone in the same direction. 

This time the hiring agent darted out of sight round 
the trailer, 

“Inside, fast!” hissed Frank, 

He and Joe sprinted from the trees and slipped into 
sleeping quarters. 

‘They undressed silently in record time and climbed 


into bed, When Frank adjusted his pillow, 

touched a piece of paper. “Another warning,’ 

thought. By using his flashlight under the cover, Frank — 

read the note. It was from Biff and read: 
“Phil’s in trouble. Going to be fired. Caught maxing 

sketches of D and A.” 


-13- 
Surprise Password 


Frank whispered the message to Joe just before the 
screen door opened. Deemer stood silhouetted in the 
doorway, a gun in his hand. He tiptoed over to look 
at Frank and Joe, who feigned sleep. Joe sat up, as if 
alarmed. 

“Something wrong, Mr Deemer?” 

“W-why, I—er—” The hiring boss was clearly flus~ 
tered. “I thought—er—you’d both gone into the woods 
and got lost. It’s dangerous there, especially at night.” 

Frank too, sat up and put on a sleepy act. “Mr 
Deemer, do you usually carry that equalizer?” Joe asked, 

Frank turned on his brother and snapped, “‘Arkitn yy! 

Deemer almost dropped the gun and his eyes bulg-d. 
He opened his mouth to speak, then evidently thought 
better of it. Without a word he stalked off to his own 
trailer, 

“We got him worried, anyhow,” Joe said with 
satisfaction. 


“Yes, but we'll have to be careful. We're still in the 
dark as to what his game is.” 

Despite only a few hours’ sleep, Frank and Joe awoke 
‘efreshed and keyed up for the sleuthing which lay 
ahead. At breakfast Frank casually seated himsel. next 
‘0 Phil and said, “We heard what happened.” Amid 
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the clatter of utensils, Frank instructed his friend, “If 
you’re fired, put on a sad face. Soon as you can, go to 
Boonton and stay at the Eagle Hotel. We'll get in 
touch with you there.” 

Phil nodded. Furthur conversation was impossible 
because Bond Deemer rose and pounded on the tablo 
for attention. “Quiet! Quiet!” 

A hush fell over the workmen. Deemer turned to 
stare at Phil and a sarcastic smile curled his lips, 
“Rubinow,” he said, “if you want to draw pictures, 
okay. But not here, You’re fired!” 

With a stricken look, Phil asked, “When?” 

“Right now.” Deemer pulled a brown envelope 
from his pocket and flung it at the boy. “Here’s your 
pay. Scram!”” 

Amid the murmur that arose, Phil, pretending to be 
stunned, took the envelope and left the trailer. 

“He's a layabout, anyway!” Frank said in a voice 
that could be plainly heard, 

Later at the busy construction site, Frank climbed 
aboard the pan next to Yancy. The motor thundered 
and growled as the big machine responded to Yancy’s 
touch. It scooped up a huge bucketful of dirt, then trun- - 
dled off to deposit it by the side of the highway. As 
they started back for another load, Frank decided to 
put out a few feelers, 

“You think I’m a bindlestiff, eh, Yancy? I figured 
you to be a finger.” Yancy, surprised, jammed on the 
brake so hard they both nearly flew off the seat, Frank 
continued, “I’m a torch man, but a tin star caught me 
on a cheeser, Ain't it the way? Copped a heel but fell 
flat.” 

Yancy gave the machine more gas. “You're okay, 


Frank and Yancy dived from their seats 
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did, but stow the con gab. The baron don’t like it, We 
ain't all in the club.” 

“What about the local yokels?” Frank parried. 

“Most of "em are okay. They’re all scared of Rosy.” 

“Rosy?” Frank thought fast. “The big fire at 
ight?” 

Yancy turned grinning. For a fraction of a second 
ye did not look where he was going. The machine hit 
. rock projecting from the roadbed and tilted crazily, 

“Jump!” Yancy yelled and dived from his seat. 
‘rank followed suit, landing unhurt on the soft shoulder 
f the road. The vehicle flipped over with the engine 
acing and wheels twirling madly. 

Frank and others workers ran up to Yancy, who had 
anded on a hard packed surface. He lay moaning, 
Jutching at his right leg. Angan hurried over, looking 
lisgusted. “You're supposed to be an expert!” he 
rowled. ‘“What’s the matter with you?” 

One of the men arrived with a first aid kit. He 
tripped the overall from Yancy’s leg, and after ex- 
mining the injury, said, “Afraid it’s a bad fracture. 
Ne’ve got to get him to the hospital.” 

A temporary splint was applied to Yancy’s leg. 
Yrimacing with pain, he was placed on a stretcher, 
vhich two men slid into the back of a small truck. It 
ased on to the completed section of the highway and 
ped away. 

Angan turned his attention to Frank. “What hap- 
ened, Teller?” 

Frank shrugged. “Couldn’t say.” 

‘The foreman scowled. “You guys stick together pretty 
hick!” he said. “Pick a partner, Teller, and get the 
lerrick to haul up that pan.” 
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Frank looked at his brother, “Hey, Jensen! I could 
use a squarehead on this j 

With Tony’s help, the Hardys directed the crane 
operator to lift the huge vehicle, It needed a few repairs, 
which Tony handled with skill, While he worked, the 
three boys had a chance to confer. 

Frank told the others of Yancy’s reference to the 
baron and added, “If we could only get to him!” 

“But who is he, and where does he stay?” asked Joe. 

Tony had not yet heard any reference to a person 
called the baron. “I don’t think Biff and Chet have, 
either.” 

“Quiet!” Frank warned. 

A truck hauling rocks had drawn up close to the trio, 
‘A brawny man jumped from the cab, motioned Frank 
aside, and walked him out of earshot of Tony and 
Joe. 

“What's up?” asked Frank. 

‘The truck driver looked him squarely in the eye and 
said, “Helix.” 

Two thoughts flashed through Frank’s mind: Mr 
Hardy’s mumbled word, which the boys had thought 
was Felix must instead be helix, meaning a spiral! And 
the warning received earlier by the Hardys was signed 
with a three-looped spiral resembling the letter M. 

Frank deduced that “‘helix” must be the gang’s pass- 
word, or at least a special sign used by them, 

“Okay.” Frank made a spiral loop with his right fore- 


away. 
“We got a job to do tonight, Teller.” 
“A job? On whom?.” Frank asked sharply. 
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“On McGuire. He’s been snoopin’ around like a 
‘dick, so he’s gettin’ a bath in the canal.” 

Biff to be drowned? A wave of fear enveloped Frank, 
but he remained outwardly calm. “How do I know 
that’s true?” 

“Listen, If I—Mike Shannon—tay so, it’s true.” 

“Okay,” Frank said. “McGuire thinks I’m his friend.” 

“Good. You and the Swede can take care of him at 
“midnight.” 

__ Frank trudged back to the pan, his mind in a turmoil. 
Biff Hooper was the next target of the gang. When Joe 
and Tony heard of the nefarious plan, they too were 
horrified. 

_ “We've got to save Biff!” Joe said. 

“We will,” Frank assured him. “I’ve got a plan.” 

It was agreed that Tony would alert Biff later at an 
‘opportune moment, give him the plan of action, and 
warn him to show no surprise or emotion that night 
when the Hardys came to pick him up. 

_ Outside the trailer after supper, Frank and Joe began 
a loud argument to provide distraction for Tony to 
speak with Biff. The Hardys disputed who could heave 
a rock the farthest. Chet, having been tipped off earlier, 
joined in the hassle. The three selected a round rock 
about the weight of a shot and started a contest, The 
‘men gathered round, cheering as first one boy then 
another took turns, 
_ Even Deemer was intrigued, “I can do better than 
any of you!” he boasted. His put, several inches better 
than Chet's, spurred others to enter the contest. Tony, 
after a few hurls, melted away from the crowd and 
behind his bunk trailer. Biff, having re- 
ceived the signal from Frank, did the same. A few min- 
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utes later the two sauntered back to the contest. 

Meanwhile, Chet’s practising paid off, and he be- 
came champion shot-putter a fraction of an inch over 
Deemer’s best hurl. Everyone cheered, but Angan said 
acidly, “If you worked as hard with the pick and 
shovel, Ball, we’d get some work done around here.” 

“Yes, sir,” Chet replied meekly, and laughter drifted 
among the tall pines. 

‘After sunset, darkness came on quickly and the trees 
loomed black against the fading daylight. Now the 
work camp took on a strange, foreboding hush which 
the Hardys had not experienced before. 

Later, finding themselves alone in the trailer wash- 
room, the brothers spoke in whispers. 

“I wonder how many of these guys know Biff’s due 
for a bath in the canal,” said Joe. 

Frank drying his face, muttered through the towel, 
“Maybe only a few—or maybe more. That's the trouble. 
We have no idea how many are involved,” 

In their bunks the two boys passed their time reading 
magazines. But all the while they had the strange feel- 
ing that the others in the trailer were furtively watching 
them, 

At cleven-thirty, Mike Shannon stepped inside and 
came over to Frank. “Here's the tool you'll need for 
that job, Teller. In fact, maybe you and Jensen could 
fix it right now.” He slipped a blackjack into Frank's 
hand and ambled out. 

The brothers dressed, noting that the men appeared 
to be sleeping, undisturbed by Mike's visit. 

Five minutes later, the Hardys roused Biff from his 
bunk. “Hey, McGuire, we got something to show you,” 
said Joe, 


— se 


ro 
‘THE MYSTERY OF THE SPIRAL BRIDGE 105 
| “Aw, let me sleep,” Biff said, putting on an act. 
_ “Come on, you big lump!” 

“Okay, okay.” Biff dressed and followed the Hardys 
outside. As the trio set forth, Frank noticed that Mike 
and another man were trailing them, 

Biff feigned annoyance. “What are you jokers going 
to show me this time of night?” he asked loudly. 
"You'll see. It’s down by the water,” Joe replied. 

The boys made their way through the darkness, 

guided by the churning sound of the swift-running river. 
When they reached the edge of the water, the men’s 
footsteps grew louder. “Quick!” said Joe. 
Frank drew back the blackjack and made a sweeping 
motion towards Biff’s head. With an anguished cry, 
Biff keeled over and fell, face down, into the rushing 
water. 

“Boy, what a great act!” Joe whispered gleefully. 

But his joy was short lived. As he and Frank started 
to turn, the two men leaped on them! Each boy was 
dealt a heavy blow on the head. The Hardys reeled 
backwards, unconscious, and tumbled into the torient. 


-14- 


A Real Sacrifice 


Frank Harpy had the hideous sensation that he was 
caught in a maelstrom at the bottom of Niagara Falls, 
Tons of water crushed the air from his lungs, and his 
chest was constricted by a band of steel, 

‘Then as water swirled about his head, Frank regained 
consciousness. He was floating on his back, and the 
tightness round his chest was the strong arm of Bifi 
Hooper. 

“Easy, Frank. I got you.” i 

The boy felt himself being grabbed under both arm: 
and pulled up on a stony bank. “You all right?” Bi 
asked. ; 

At first Frank could hardly speak. His head throbbed 
and he was half choking from the water he had swal- 
lowed. “Joe—Where’s Joc?” 

“T haven’t found him yet. Don't worry. He'll revive 
and make it to shore,” 

Frank sat up groggily. “Man oh man, did those 
crooks double-cross us!” He rubbed his aching 
head and groaned, “They must’ve found out who we 

were! You saved my life, Biff. Thanks! Now we've ee 
to find Joe!” 

Frank struggled to his feet and staggered about, try- 
ing to regain his equilibrium. Finally his head cleared 
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enough for him to walk without assistance, “We'll fol- 
low the shore downstream, Biff.” 

Pushing their way over jumbled rocks and through 
langled brush which grew nearly to the water’s edge, 
the two boys followed the course of the surging stream. 
Frank stumbled once, but pressed on, his jaw set with 
i a0 


It was half an hour later when the two came to a 
gentle bend in the river. Silt had washed ashore forming 
t sandy crescent, and near the middle of it the searchers 
aw two prone figures. Biff ran ahead, with Frank plod- 
ling behind him. Drawing closer, they noticed that 
he pair were half in, half out of the water. 

“Joe!” called Frank. “Is that you, Joe?” 

Biff was already kneeling beside one of the figures, 
vhen Frank stumbled to his'side. The ghostly moon- 
ight revealed the faces of Joe Hardy and Tony Prito! 

Tony moaned, stirred slightly, then blinked his eyes. 
frank at once applied mouth-to-mouth resuscitation 
o his brother. Tony, meanwhile, slowly sat up, gasping 
rom exhaustion. 

Finally Joe sucked in a great breath of fresh air, His 
yelids fluttered and he smiled wanly at Frank. 
“He’s okay!” Biff exulted, and set about briskly 
nassaging Joe’s ams and legs. 

It was not until fifteen minutes later that Joe and 
Tony felt equal to telling their story. Tony began. He 
ad gone to the Hardys’ bunkhouse shortly after the 
wo had left, and from the doorway, had seen Bond 
leemer searching through the brothers’ belongings. 
“Deemer didn’t notice me. He exploded when he 
yund your heavy sweaters!” Tony said. “They had 
our name labels,” 
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“Leapin’ lizards!" Joe said weakly. “I know how 
that happened, Frank.” 

“So do I. We stuck ’em in at the last second to please 
Aunt Gertrude and forgot to take the labels off. What 
goofs!” 

Tony reported that he had trailed Deemer, who, 
furious at the deception, had passed the word along 
quickly to Mike and another man. 

“T couldn’t stop them from going after you,” said 
Tony, “so I followed, figuring I could help later, and 
posted myself downstream a short way.” 

When he saw the Hardys fall in, Tony had swum to 
the rescue and reached Joe first, “I spotted Biff grab- 
bing you, Frank.” 

‘The Hardys expressed gratitude to their buddies. “We 
would have been goners without you two,” said Joe. 

“Which reminds me,” Biff said dryly, “the gang 
probably thinks the three of us are dead.” 

“And I suppose they’ve got me pegged,” said Tony. 

“That leaves Chet alone,” said Frank. “He’s our 
only connection now with Deemer and his mob.” 

‘The four boys sat on the sand discussing their next 
move. They all thought that Chet might have a chance 
to remain unsuspected of being one of the sleuthing 
team. Should they ask him to stay on the job as their 
only direct link with the ex-convicts? 

“It'll be pretty risky,” Joe said. “We'd better leave 
the decision up to Chet.”” 

Having agreed to this, the boys made their way far- 
ther downstream, crossed an old bridge, and edged 
stealthily back towards the construction camp. Joe had 
brought a waterproof flashlight, so the quartet had 
little trouble in finding their way, 


: ‘THE MYSTERY OF THE SPIRAL BRIDGE 109 


_ Tony, whose bunk was near Chet’s, volunteered to 
rouse him, While the Hardys and Biff waited in the 
woods, Tony slipped into the trailer. “Keep quiet and 
come with me,” he whispered. “Hurry!” 

Befogged with sleep, Chet groped after Tony in the 
darkness. When they joined the others, Frank and Joe 
recounted the latest 

The chunky boy was now fully awake. “Zowie, fel- 
lows! You sure had a close call!” He shifted uncomfort- 
ably. “‘Guess it'd be awfully dangerous to stay here 
alone,” 

es,” said Frank. “‘That’s what we are going to ask 

you about.” 

“Hmm.” Chet drew a deep breath and squared his 


“Good boy!” said Joe. “We knew you would.” 

The plan was to have Chet contact Phil Cohen at 
the Eagle Hotel in Boonton if anything important 

“We'll check with him later,” said Frank, 
and added, “Just keep on working as usual, and keep 
your ears and eyes open.” 

_ After handshakes all round, Tony returned with Chet 
to retrieve the Hardys’ radio and binoculars and rope 
from the cinder block. Chet was about to re-enter his 
rrailer, when Tony said, “Got any food around, Chet?” 

“Well, I did stash some away—" 

“As usual.” Tony chuckled, 

Chet disappeared inside and emerged carrying 2 
saper bag. “’There’s bread and cheese in ge he 
aid. “‘A midnight snack I was saving. Don’t say I 
never gave you anything!” 
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“*You mean take all of it?” 

“Every bit,” said Chet. “I better get back.” 

When Tony told the others of Chet’s sacrifice, Joe 
whistled. “A real pal! Giving up his last bite!”” 

The four young sleuths pressed deeper and deeper 
into the woods. Finally they approached the area where 
the Hardys had seen the cerie rosy light in the sky. 
There the boys stopped and Frank contacted Radley 
by radio, giving him a full report. 

‘The operative was stunned to hear what had hap- 
pened to the Hardys and their friends, 

“We're okay now,” Frank said. He asked Sam to 
have the Boonton police keep tabs on Yancy and any 
visitors at the hospital. 

“All right,” Radley said. “But from what you tell 
me, I think we should close in on the mob immediately.” 

Frank explained that first he wanted to find out who 
the baron was. “He must be the ringleader,” Frank 
added. “Besides, we have to uncover what’s behind the 
sabotage.” 

Radley reluctantly agreed to wait, but warned the 
boys to be extremely careful in their search for the 
baron. Sam informed the Hardys that their father was. 
improving, but his memory remained unclear. Also, the 
prisoner Monk Smith had not yet talked. 

“We'll keep in touch, Sam,” Frank said, 

“Over and out.”, 

“What's next?” asked Biff. 

Joe replied promptly. “‘Get some rest and start out 
at dawn to find the baron. He had scarcely spoken 
when a muffled blast in the distance filled the air, 

“Dynamite!” Tony cried out. 
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15. 
4 Lofty Lookout 


Cux blast was followed immediately by a rosy light 
vhich spread over the horizon like the aurora borealis, 
Che glow lasted for five minutes, then disappeared. 

“That's Rosy,” Frank said, recalling what Yancy had 
old him about the weird light. “I’ll bet it’s some sort 
if trick to scare the superstitious hillbillies,” 

“But why?” queried Biff. 

‘The Hardys both guessed that the strange phenome- 
jon was designed by the criminals to keep the local 
eople in a state of fear, so that they would not interfere 
vith the gang’s project. 

“Whatever that is,” added Joe. 

“If their leader can make that kind of magic,” Frank 
vent on, “think what would happen to anyone who 
lefected or refused to obey orders,” 

This line of reasoning interested Tony particularly, 

“Then you think Rosy has something to do with the 
oad and bridge construction trouble?” 

“Yes,” Frank replied, “but the explosion puzzles me. 
don’t think it sounded like dynamite. I suggest we go 
i a hunt for Rosy after we get some sleep.” 

By now the pink hue had died away. The weary 
gursome selected a sheltered spot, carpeted with pine 
eedles, and flopped down, In a minute all were sleep- 
ng soundly, 
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‘The sun’s rays slanting into his eyes awakened Frank. 
He roused the others, who stretched and yawned. 

“TI could have slept all day,” said Biff, standing up 
to flex his muscles. 

“Not when we have a date with Rosy,” Joe quipped. 

Biff came right back. “I wonder if she’s as cute as 
Tola Morton,” 

Spite desbeamrnoetierect prema « 
rivulet of clear spring water. After a refreshing drink, 
the boys bathed their faces and hands. Next, Chet’s 
gift of grub was divided equally. 

When they finished eating, the Hardys decided they 
should follow the trail which forked up the mountain, 
since the light seemed to have come from that general 
direction. Single file, the boys trudged up the slope, 
circumventing the bear cave. 

Suddenly Joe stopped dead in his tracks, “Frank, 
Scare nail 

They all stared at the top of the ridge. 

“What do you sec?” Biff asked. 

“The tallest pine tree right there in the centre. Watch 
near the top.” 

A moment later there was a glint as the sun’s rays 
bounced off a bright object. 

“Binoculars!” said Frank, 

“Mama mia!” Tony burst out. “A lookout. The gang 
must have a hideout nearby.” 

‘The boys agreed this would be the most likely place 
for the gang to post a sentry. A spy, high in the tree, 
could command a view of the valley and the entire 
road project. Anybody coming or going on the trai 
would be in the sweep of vision, 

Frank cautioned everyone to walk parallel to the 
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trail, careful to keep concealed among the trees. 

“Tt might be hard to find the tree when we get there,” 
Frank said, as they neared the ridge. The young sleuths 
¢raned their necks but could not see the lookout. 

When they reached the summit, the boys glanced in 
every direction. The boughs grew so thick that it was al- 

‘most impossible to see the tree-tops in an unbroken line, 

“‘At least,” Joe said, “‘the spy probably can’t see us 
0 easily, That’s some advantage.” 

Frank guessed that they might have drifted too far 
to the south in their climb, “‘Let’s walk north along the 
ridge,” he suggested, 

- The boys spread out, inspecting one pine after 
another, 

Biff, in the lead, waved wildly, signalling for silence, 
The others hurried to where he stood at the base of a 
towering tree, Biff pointed to an odd-looking cut, slight- 
ly higher than his head. 

“Good grief!” Joe whispered. “That’s the spiral 
sign.” 

"The carving closely resembled what the Hardys had 

mistaken for an M with three loops. 

“This is our tree!” Frank whispered, and looked 
round at the other side of the trunk, “Oh baby, see 
what I found!” 

A set of spikes, hammered into the tree at regular 
intervals, provided footholds leading up among the 
dark branches of the evergreen. 

Biff was jubilant. “We've treed the polecat,” he said. 
“Let’s climb up and bag him.” 

“That might not be 20 easy,” Tony said. “We'd 
probably find ourselves taking a nose dive into the pine 
needles.” 
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Frank and Joe agreed with Tony. An assault from 
below could be dangerous. The person perched inthe 
icceeAirheigiestine on Nclgheand he might alert 
the gang through a coded flash of some kind. 


“Our only hope is to wait.” 

The boys posted themselves at various spots within 
a five yard-radius from the tree and began their vigil. 
Several times the twittering of birds and the warmth 
of the sun almost lulled them into drowsiness, Time 
dragged by. 

Frank, rubbing his eyes to stay awake, caught the 
movement of a small piece of bark floating down from 
the big pine. He glanced up and saw that the branches 
far above him were shaking. Their quarry was climbing 
down, Frank sprang to his feet and signalled to the 
others. The boys dashed behind a cluster of nearby 
pines and watched as a pair of long legs came into view, 
descending the spikes, Then with both arms clinging 
to the trunk, a tall, gangling youth scrambled to the 
ground. Simultaneously, the Hardys and their pals 
leaped from hiding and siezed him, 

“Willy Teeple!” Frank cried out. The hillbilly looked 
half-frightened to death. He squirmed and struggled, 
but to no avail. 

“What were you doing up there?” Frank asked. 

“He's the long nit, don’t you remember?” Joe put 
in, 

“You—you know about that?” Willy quavered, 
shaking with fright. 

“Of course we do,” Tony said, 

“Sure,” Frank went on, “the helix too, and more,” 

A look of earnest pleading came into Willy Teeple’s 
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‘eyes. “Look! You fellows know too much,” he said. “Go 
‘away and don’t come back.” 

“We're going to stay right here,” Joe said, “and get 
to the bottom of this!” 

“Please don’t,” Willy implored, “Else you'll get the 
same thing that—that happened to your father!" 

The mention of Fenton Hardy electrified the boys. 
_ “What do you know about our father?” Frank 


snapped. 

“Did you have anything to do with what happened 

to him?” demanded Joe. 

Willy shook his head, but would say no more about 
‘Mr Hardy. 

Both Biff and Tony were all for Willy being turned 
over to the Boonton police, but the hillbilly begged them 
‘not to do this. 

“If the boss knows you've captured me, he’ll hurt 
‘my father,” Willy went on. 

“Who's your boss—the baron?” Joe prodded. 

Willy’s face went ashen. “I can’t tell you.” 

“What do you expect?” Frank said. “That we just 
let you go?” 

_ “T won't fink on you honest!” Willy Teeple said 
fervently. “I don’t want to work for those crooks, but 
if I say any more, they'll kill me if they find out.” 

Willy swore again that he would not betray the 
Hardys and their friends, While Biff kept an armlock 
\on their captive, Frank and Joe stepped aside to discuss 
ithe matter. 

“Okay,” Frank said, stepping forward. “Willy, we'll 

let you go, but don’t say a single word about secing us.”” 

‘Joe tried another question, “What about Rosy? Is 

that part of the gang’s scheme?” 
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Willy, terror in his eyes, remained silent. The boys 
did find out from him that the trail continued down 
the other side of the mountain and connected with a 
narrow road leading to Boonton. 

“Fellows, please go away from here, It’s awful dan- 
gerous,” Willy pleaded. 

At that moment there was a noise in the underbrush. 
The four boys ducked out of sight while Willy walked 
nonchalantly towards the sound, Mike Shannon stepped 
from the brush. The two merely exchanged nods; then, 
as Willy Teeple hastened back along the mountain 
trail, Mike climbed up the spikes of the lookout tree, 

“What do we do about this guy?” muttered Biff. 

“Nothing yet,” said Frank. “We still don’t want to 
alert the baron.” 

“T think we can trust Willy Teeple,” Joe said. “He's 
in the gang’s clutches, for sure.” 

The four boys set off once more in search of a clue” 
which might lead them to Rosy. As they headed down 
the opposite slope, Biff, who was in the lead, broke into 
a trot. Joe was close behind him. Suddenly Biff let out 
a cry of alarm and disappeared before Joe's eyes! 
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Lower than Pigs 


Jor checked his speed just in time to keep from falling 
into a deep pit. Biff lay moaning at the bottom of the 
hole, 


_ Frank and Tony ran to help Joe pull Biff out. 
_ “Ow! My left ankle! It’s broken!” 

Frank quickly examined the injury. “It could be, 
but I think it’s only a bad sprain. Here, try to stand.” 
Biff made the attempt, winced, and nearly fell 
down. 

_ “Somebody pulled a dirty trick,” Joe said. 

‘The boys found the freshly dug pit had been covered 
with boughs and a strip of tar paper, over which pine 
needles had been scattered. 

Frank surmised that they were pretty close to Rosy 
and that the trap had been placed there to discourage 
the curious. 

After a hurried consultation, it was decided to get 
Biff back to Bayport as soon as possible. 

“We'll have you flown from the Boonton Airport,” 
Joe said. “Phil can go with you. Here, Biff, put an arm 
found my shoulder.” 

With Frank and Joe on either side of their injured 
pal, Biff hobbled as fast as he could. Occasionally Tony 
relieved each of the Hardys, until they reached the road 
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leading to Boonton. It was gravelly and barely wide 
enough for two vehicles to pass. 

“‘We might have to wait all day for a lift,” Biff said, 
discouraged. Frank examined the injured ankle once 
more. It was so swollen that Frank removed the heavy 
boot. As he did, the sound of wheels drifted from round 
a bend in the road, and into view came a horse pulling 
a wagon loaded with pigs. 

The driver, obviously a farmer, stopped when the 
boys hailed him. He was tall and gaunt, showing a thin, 
weather-beaten face in the shadow of his wide-brimmed 
hat. 

“Going to Boonton?” Joe asked. 

“Yep.” 

“Would you give us a lift? Biff here is injured. 
Sprained his ankle.” 

“Ain't room enough.” 

“Please, Mr—” j 
“Teeple’s the name.” The man tilted his hat and 
jerked a thumb towards his pigs. ‘I’m going to market. _ 

Got a full load.” 

Frank tried a long shot. “Are you Willy Teeple’s 
father?” 

eebe fete cacght the man by saipete, roa 

my son 

“Sure he works for the baron!” j 
' “You in that gang too?” the farmer asked, frightened, 
and Frank saw he was about to put the whip to the 
horse. =~ 

“Wait, Mr Teeple. No, we don’t work for the baron, — 
but we heard about him, on the road job. Do you knoll 
who the baron is, and where he hides out?” > 

‘The farmer grew agitated. “All I can say is the baron’s 
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‘a bad man. I don’t know what he’s done to my Willy. 
But terrible things have been happening. Okay, the 
three of you get in the back with the pigs. I’ll take the 
injured lad up front with me.” 

Frank, Joe, and Tony pushed Biff up on to the seat 
beside Willy's father. Then they jumped into the 
back with the pigs, and the wagon started towards 
Boonton. 

{What are you boys doing here? "the farmer asked. 
“It’s 

_ “Willy told us that,” Frank said, “We're looking for 
Rosy.” 


“The devil himself makes that fire!” the farmer ex- 
‘claimed. On further questioning, he told the boys that 
several people who ventured near it had vanished. 
“Including a detective!” 

Before Frank could ask another question, a jeep ap- 
peared over the brow of a rolling hill, a mile away. 
Joe whipped the binoculars to his eyes. 

” “Here comes trouble. Four rough-looking customers 
and T’ll bet they’re the baron’s men.” 

~ “We'll have to hide among the pigs,” Frank said. He 
grabbed Biff by the shoulders and pulled him into the 
back of the wagon, Then the four companions lay flat 
with the pigs snorting and grunting and stepping on 
them with their cloven hoofs, 

_ “This isn’t exactly a perfume factory,” Joe remarked. 
“Quiet,” Frank whispered. “Here comes the car.” 
__ With screeching brakes, the jeep came toastop, along- 
side the farmer’s wagon. 

“Hey, you! We're looking for four guys. Have you 
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“We're looking for four of our road crew, They've 
stolen the payroll!” 

“Hey what?” 

“Oh, he’s deaf,” one of the men growled, “Let’s go.” 

The jeep roared off, and when it was out of sight, the 
youths crawled from under the pigs. 

“Thanks, Mr Teeple!” Frank said. “That was a close 
call for us. And we're not thieves.” 

“I know it.” 

The wagon crossed a small brook and stopped so 
that the boys could wash and bathe Biff’s swollen ankle 
in the cold water. When they finally arrived at the 
airport, the Hardys and their pals thanked the 
farmer. 

“Don’t worry, Mr Teeple,” Frank said. “Your son 
is okay. We're going to try to help him! But don’t say_ 
a word about this to anybody.” 

The farmer promised and the hitch-hikers got out, 
assisting Biff gingerly into the terminal building. Joe 
immediately phoned Phil, asking him to check out of 
the hotel and hurry to the airport. Then the starved boys 
went to the lunch counter. 

By the time they had finished three hamburgers 
apiece, Phil Cohen stepped out of a taxi and ran to. 
greet them. After hearing their story, he said, “ve got 
some news, too,” 

Phil reported spying on four suspicious men tara 
at his hotel, “I heard them giving the password ‘helix’ 
to the bellman,” he said, and pulled a sketch from his 

ket. It showed the faces of the four men, j 

“I think they’re the ones who were in the jeep,” said_ 
Joe. He took the sketch for future reference, 

Agito aaases carats 
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‘Bayport, he asked, “But what do we do for money?” 
_ “Fly now, pay later,” Frank chuckled, and hurried 
away to convince a charter pilot that Radley would 
pay the bill at Bayport. 

After the two boys had flown off, Frank, Joe, and 
‘Tony went directly to the Boonton police station. There 
they inquired whether Yancy had any visitors at the 
‘hospital. A lieutenant named Murphy reported that 
“Yancy had had only one visitor—a scedy fellow who 
looked harmless enough. “Claimed to be a distant 
cousin.” 

_ “Did you put a tail on him?” asked Tony, 

| Murphy said a patrolman had shadowed the man 
‘as far as a shack at the outskirts of Boonton. “It con- 
vinced us that he was just a drifter,” Murphy con- 
tinued, “‘so we didn’t bother any further.” 

The boys thanked the officer, got directions to the 
shack, and hastened to find it. It was located not far 
from the town dump, and was constructed of old planks 
and wooden packing cases. The makeshift roof of cor- 
rugated iron, was full of holes. 

\ The trio approached the rickety door of the window- 
Tess shelter. Frank listened. Silence. He opened it 
‘quietly and the three stepped inside, 

“This isn’t exactly the Waldorf-Astoria,” Tony 
said with a chuckle. The shack was littered with 
‘empty bottles, tin cans, and stacks of old news- 


Papers, 

"Frank and Joe immediately poked about the debris, 
looking for a clue to the mystery man. On the floor, 
sticking out from under a mouldy mattress, was the 
handle of a briefcase, As Joe bent down to reach for it, 
‘footsteps sounded outside. 
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“He’s coming back,” Frank whispered. “Duck!” 
The boys hid behind a stack of cartons and listened. 

The footsteps came closer, then circled the shack. Fin- 

ally the door opened slowly. 

“Oh boy!” a childish voice rang out. “He’s not here 
today either.” 

“Now we can play the detective club again,” a sec- 
‘ond voice chimed in, 

Frank, Joe, and Tony stepped out from behind the 
boxes to see the two young boys peering inside. They 
cried out with fright, turned and fled. ; 

“Come back here,” Joe called, “We're not going to 
hurt you!” 

‘The youngsters stopped, then hesitantly returned. 
“You aren't robbers or anything?” asked the older one, 
who was about ten. 

“Of course not,” said Joe. “Say, what are your 
names?” 

The older boy was Andy Pulaski; the other, three 
years younger, was Rick. “We're brothers and we live 
in Church Street,” declared Andy. He said they often 
came to the shack to play, but a rough-looking man 
had scared them away several times. 

“He’s a tramp!” Rick said, nodding his head vigor= 
ously. “I can tell, "cause he doesn’t shave.” 

“Well you can play here all you want,” said Frank, 
He reached down and pulled the briefcase from under _ 
the mattress. Then, leaving the boys to their fun, the 
young sleuths hastened away. 

In ican eens Bie 
stopped to examine the briefcase, while Tony looked 
on. 


Both sides were scorched and charred, and the place 
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Dangerous Terrain 


“—Dan’s briefcase!” Joe exclaimed. He opened it and — 
looked inside. The case was empty, except for a gritty — 
white substance at the bottom. : 

“Limestone!” Frank said. “Come on, fellows.” 

On the double, he led them back to the shack where 
the two Pulaski youngsters were playing. Frank asked_ 
more questions about the man who had chased them — 
away, but the children were vague in their discrip- 
tions, 

“When he yelled ‘Scram,’ Rick and I just ran,” 
Andy said. 

“He scared me,” Rick added. “I didn’t look back.” 

Joe produced the sketches which Phil Cohen had 
made, “Did that fellow look like any of these?” he 
asked, 

The children looked at the sketches and shook their 
heads. 

“Well, if he comes back and chases you away again,” 
Frank said, “please tell us. We'll be staying at the Eagle 
Hotel. Ask for Frank, Joe, or Tony.” 

“Are you detectives?” asked Andy, 

“Sort of,” said Joe. 

“Gee, we'd like to know how to be real detectives," 
said Rick, “Will you show us someday?” 
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“Maybe,” Joe replied. “See you later.” 

Leaving the boys, Frank, Joe and Tony made their 
way back to town. First, they stopped at the police 
station to report to Lieutenant Murphy what they had 
found and to leave the briefcase there for safckeeping, 

The lieutenant made a note of their investigation, 
saying he would be on the lookout for the vagrant. He 
added, “Maybe the old geezer found your father’s brief- 
€ase somewhere. Doesn’t mean he stole it.” 

Frank agreed that they should not jump to con- 
clusions, but said he still believed that the shack dweller 
must be considered a suspect. 

“And what about this light in the sky called Rosy?” 
Joe asked. 

“Oh, that,” Murphy said with a shrug. “I’ve never 
seen it myself. Who knows what to believe?” Chuck- 
ling, he added, “These hill folks tell some awful tall 
tales.” 


Frank told the police officer that they would be stay- 
ing at the Eagle Hotel, in case any new leads turned 
up. 

The boys went directly to the hotel, located two 
blocks from the station house. It was an old frame 
building with a small lobby. The boys registered as 
Frank Brown, Joe Jones, and Tony Wilson and paid 
in advance for one night’s lodging. 

“No bags?” the clerk asked. 

“We're travelling light,” Frank replied, 

‘The clerk summoned the bellman, a stoop-shouldered 
and shifty-eyed individual. He led the boys to a room. 
on the first floor, in which there were twin beds anda 
bunk. After showing them the bath, the man left. 

Meanwhile, the three boys flopped onto their beds, 
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But the next instant Frank jumped up and said, “There’s. 
something I forgot to ask Murphy.” He went to the 
telephone and had a call put through to the lieutenant. 
Frank questioned him about limestone deposits in 
the area. He was told that there undoubtedly were 
some in the caves and a natural bridge deep in the 
woods, 

“But nobody goes there,” the officer said. 

“Why?” 

“Dangerous terrain.” 

Frank was about to’ quiz‘ Murphy’ furthers when Ra 
heard breathing on the line. Quickly he thanked the 
lieutenant and hung up. 

“An eavesdropper!” Frank said. 

“The bellman, Pll bet,” Tony exclaimed. “Phil 
warned us about him.” 

Joe bolted the door, while Frank switched on an 
antique radio which stood on the bureau. A shrill jazz 
tune welled up. 

“Nobody can overhear us now,” Tony said. “Where 
do we go from here, fellows?” 

“Find Rosy,” Frank said promptly. “If we do, I’m 
convinced we'll also find the baron. My guess is he’s 
behind that black magic.” 

“First I want a good hot bath,” Joe said, stripping 
off his clothes. 

He was in and out of the tub quickly. Tony followed. 
By the time Frank had finished towelling himself 
stepped back into the bedroom, both Joe and Tony 
were sleeping soundly. Frank, too, stretched out, ai 
despite the late-afternoon sunlight streaming in, he fell 
asleep as soon as his head touched the pillow. 

‘The boys wakened to find it dark outside. Ton 
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hecked his watch. “Nine-thirty! Did we need that 
eep!” he said. 

“And I could use some chow, too,” Joe declared. 
‘They dressed and were about to leave, when Frank 
gested he and Joe take along the short wave, the 
inoculars, and the rope. “Just in case somebody breaks 
iy” he said. 

‘As the boys walked through the lobby, they noticed 
¢ bellman, his head tilted forward, apparently dozing. 
fe did not stir as the trio passed. They found a res- 
urant several doors from the hotel, and had a hearty, 
“How’s our money holding out?” Joe asked as Frank 
aid the bill. 

“For payroll robbers we're pretty broke,” Frank 
dipped, then added seriously, “It’s time we phoned 
adley.” 

‘On the street once more, the sleuths found a public 
goth and Frank called Sam’s number, reversing the 
1arges. Radley was not at home, but his wife accepted 
call. She said that her husband had gone to the air- 
art and met Biff and Phil. An examination by a doc- 
fr showed that Biff had, indeed, suffered a severe 


rain, 

Mrs Radley reported that Mr Hardy continued to 

iin strength, but it would take time to overcome his 
of memory. 

cleat mother and Aunt Gertrude are fine,” Mrs 

adley added. “‘Any message for them?” 

“Tell them we're okay,” Frank replied. “Thanks, 

id good night, Mrs Radley.” 

Back at the hotel, the boys went quietly to their room. 

rank turned the key, opened the door, stepped inside, 
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and switched on the light. As he did, something white 
appeared from under the connecting door of the ad- 
joining room, 

‘Joe leaped to snatch it up, “A message!” he said, 
unfolding the sheet of paper. He read it aloud: 

“ ‘Get out! This is your last warning!’ And signed 
‘the baron’!” Joe held out the paper and they all saw 
beneath the name the now-familiar spiral sign. 

sire the Bantys coal top Kiet Tay seta 
into the hall. In two strides he reached the adjoining 
room and tried the door, It was not locked, and he push- 
ed it open, The room was pitch-dark. The light from the 
hallway failed to show any occupant. Tony slipped in- 
side and felt for the light switch, but before his fingers 
could reach it, the door suddenly slammed shut, 4 
brass-knuckled fist crashed  sgainet, the sicle of his how 
and he went down in a heap! 

A moment later the Hardys reached the closed door 
and pushed against it. 

cSomethiog’s propped eqsion, te aciex Ses 


i and Frank put their shoulders against the 
door and shoved it open enough for Frank to 
squeeze inside. He found the switch and flicked on 
the light. Frank gasped. Tony lay unconscious 
the door! 

Frank ran to the open window, which opened on 
a fire escape. Nobody there. He tried the 
door to their room, Locked. Whoever delivered the 
and the knockout blow had made a neat getaway. 

‘The Hardys carried Tony back into their 
where he was revived with a cold compress, He 
up shakily, 
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“Whoo!” he said. “ 

“We'd better get a doctor,” ea Jou “You may have 
oncussion,”” 

Frank decided to use a telephone outside the 
otel to call a doctor and to report the attack to the 
olice. He returned saying that a Dr Jones was on his 
ray. 

All the boys were relieved when the examination 
idicated that Tony needed only a few days’ complete 
est before resuming normal activity. When the doctor 
ad left, the young detectives were in a quandary as to 
rhere Tony might stay. 


"ve got an idea,” Frank said. “How about those 

wo kids we met at the shack?” 

“Good grief,” Tony moaned. “I don’t want to stay 

1 that dump!” 

“No, not there,” Frank went on. “Remember Andy 

nd Rick want to be detectives? Maybe their mother 

ould put you up until you feel better. Meanwhile, Joe 

nd I will look for Rosy and the baron.” 

ER oes atest? rat 
“One attack’s enough,” said Joe. 

Tony was able to navigate with the Hardys’ help, 

‘the boys took their belongings and went downstairs. 

lobody was in sight, not even the desk clerk. 

‘Outside, they soon got a taxi and climbed in, The 
‘was familiar with Church Street and knew where 

Pulaski brothers lived. He let the boys offin front of 
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Frank rang the doorbell. A tall, lean man answered, 

“Mr Pulaski? Sorry to bother you so late,” 

“Yes, What can I do for you fellows?” 

Quickly Frank explained about Tony, without 
giving specific details of the mystery. He did say that he 
and his brother Joe were working on an important case. 

“We met your sons Andy and Rick,” Frank went 
on, smiling. ‘‘They told us they’d like to be detectives, 
80 we thought maybe Tony could give them some point- 
ers in exchange for you giving him shelter. Of course 
we'll pay you” 

Mr Pulaski broke in. “Don’t worry about that, Be 
glad to help you out. Come on inside. My wife’s right 
smart "bout takin’ care of sick folk.” 

Mrs Pulaski proved to be a cheerful, kindly woman, 
“We've got a spare room all ready,” she told Tony, 
“Make yourself at home.” 

“Thanks, ma’am. That’s swell.” 

Just then footsteps sounded on the stairway, and Andy’ 
and Rick in pyjamas scampered joyfully into the 
living-room. 

“I knew you'd all come back!” Ricky said. “ "Cause 
you’re going to show us how to be detectives.” 

‘When they heard that Tony was to stay for a few 
days the youngsters were overjoyed. Frank now caut- 
joned the family, “We'd appreciate it if nobody else 
knows he’s here,” 

The Pulaskis all readily agreed, eager to assist the 
young sleuths in the mystery. Sure that Tony was in 
good hands, Frank and Joe thanked the family and 
left; They walked through Boonton, found the road 
over which they had ridden in Teeple’s wagon, and 
began to hike back towards the wilderness. The night 
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was cool and the moonlight bathed the countryside. 

Three miles out of town a small truck rumbled up 
behind them and the boys thumbed a ride. The driver, 
‘an affable young man, took them to the place where 
they had met Mr Teeple and the Hardys hopped out. 

Using their flashlights, they found the trail over the 
ridge and made their way back to the dense woods, 
The boys kept a constant alert for the rosy glow, but 
the sky remained dark, 

“Guess Rosy’s taken the night off,” Joe said, as they 
carefully skirted the pit into which Biff had fallen. The 
trap had not been reset. 

“What do you make of that, Frank?” 

“They think we've cleared out.” 

“But what about other snoopers?” 

“Oh, I guess the baron thinks he has everybody else 
under control and scared. Just as well for us.” 

The boys continued to a spot not far from the trailers, 
‘There they stopped to rest. 

“As soon as possible, let’s talk to Chet, Maybe he’s 
found new evidence,” said Frank. 

The loud chirping of birds awakened the Hardys to 
a bright, hot morning. Nearby was a tall tree which they 
climbed for a better view of the road-building operation. 
Activity was already under way, as engines coughed 
and the various crews began their day’s work. 

Joe pressed the binoculars to his eyes. “I see Chet!” 
he said. “Take a look.” 

Chet was shovelling dirt by the roadside, not far from 
‘the bridge. The Hardys shinned down the tree, then 
advancing cautiously on stomachs and elbows, edged 
closer fora better look. Now Frank had the glasses trained 
‘on Chet’s face. The stout boy kept glancing at the 
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| Shot-put Blast 


’eLivious of the fact that Frank and Joe were watching 
im, Chet Morton scrambled down the river bank and 
eered under the partially completed bridge, The round 
lack object lying there intrigued him. 

It appeared to be a kerosene flare, the kind which 
orkmen use at night to warn passers-by of construc- 
on dangers. But the wick was not lighted. And wasn’t 
odd, Chet thought, that the bridge crew had not yet 
ppeared? 


Chet glanced at his watch. It was quarter past seven. 
ngan was always furious if work did not start at seven 
arp. Chet looked up. There was the foreman himself, 
arting down the bank towards him. 

“Maybe he knows about this flare,” Chet thought, 
ad advanced to pick up the black object. He bent 
own and lifted it, 

Tick-ticketick-tick! 

Like a bolt of lightning, the horrible truth struck 
het. This was no flare. It was a time bomb! 

Chet was so paralysed with fear that he could not 
rop the menacing black ball. Instead, he ran towards 

with it. 

“Mr Angan! Mr Angan!” 

“What you got there?” 
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“A b-b-bomb!” 

Angan froze like a statue. “A bomb! Get rid of it!” 

Chet wheeled about and assumed his best shot- 
putting stance. And, with the ticking loud in his ear, he 
let the object fly! It was a record-shattering heave, 
sailing high over the bridge and landing downstream 
some fifty feet. Before the swirling current carried the 
missile twenty more feet, the air was rent by a deafening 
explosion, Rocks and debris shot high into the air, fal- 
ling hack into the water like giant hailstones. But the 
bridge was not damaged. 

Chet Morton quaked with shock. Speechless, he faced 
the foreman, 

‘Angan roared, “Where'd you get that bomb?” 

“I—I found it under the bridge.” 

“You're a liar! Same as Joe Jensen!” Angan lunged 
to grasp Chet, but the stout boy darted out of his way. 

When necessary, Chet could move swiftly despite 
his weight and he sprinted up the riverbank towards 
the woods bordering the road construction, 

“Stop!” the foreman cried out, in hot pursuit, “Stop, 
or I'll have you arrested!” 

Ghet paid no heed. The Hardys? faithful pal bulle 
dozed through a thicket close to where Frank and Joe 
were hiding. Muttering dire threats, Angan charged 
after him, But his chase ended in a dull thud as he hit 
the ground with Joe Hardy's arm clamped around his 
legs. 

The foreman tried to rise, only to be pinned by 
Frank, Chet had glanced over his shoulder to $ee what 
the commotion was about. He retraced his steps, a look 
of surprise and gratitude on his round, perspiring face. 

“Where—where'd you guys come from?” 
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“Explain later!” Frank lied. “* saved 
a ‘Expl: 7 replied. “Chet, you 

“And thousands of dollars for Mr Prito,” Joe added. 

“Let me up!” Angan spluttered. He strained and tried 
io kick, but the Hardys held him down firmly. 

“Chet, grab that vine!” Frank commanded, 

‘Chet pulled up a stout green tendril and handed it 
over, Frank and Joe deftly made loops and secured 
Angan’s hands and feet. 

“T'll get you for this!” he threatened. 

“The gang’s already tried that!” Joe retorted. “Are 
pou in with them too?” 

Without waiting for an answer, they left their trussed- 
ip captive and melted into the woods, 

Frank and Joe were unstinting in their praise for Chet. 

‘The stout boy beamed with pride. ‘That shot-putting 
tuff came in handy, ch?” 

“Sure did,” Joe remarked. “I think you broke the 
yorld record, Chet !”” 

The Hardys headed for the mountain trail, and as 
ney pushed on through the woods, they briefed Chet 
n their adventures and what had happened to Phil, 
iff, and Tony. In turn, Chet told the brothers what 
information he had learned. 

“Word got around,” he said, “‘that anybody who 
epped out of line would be treated like you three guys. 
ind they were sore when Tony disappeared.” 

“Is the whole crew made up of ex-jailbirds?” asked 
rank. 

Chet replied that from what he had overheard, he 
adged only a handful of the men worked for the gang. 
But they're enough to keep the job slowed down to 
care the other workers.” 
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“If only we knew which ones are sabotaging the — 
bridge,” Frank said. 

Chet expressed the belief that despite Angan’s bad 
temper, he was loyal to the Prito company. 

“Deemer’s a big wheel in the gang,” the chunky boy 
went on. “He was really burned up when you fellows 
let the bear eat the honey.” 

“So he knows we did that,” Joe remarked. “Wonder 
if that trap was his idea.” 

“Does Deemer know he didn’t succeed in drowning — 
us?” Frank asked, 

Chet bobbed his head, “They picked up your tracks 
in the woods, and I heard last night you were in Boon- 
ton,” 

“The baron has a regular spy network,” Frank ob- 
served. He and Joe were sure that the bellman had re- 
ported the Hardys’ presence, Chet had not learned any- 
thing about the baron’s identity, or the secret of Rosy. 

“You did some swell detective work, though,” Joe 
said, 

The stout boy grinned. “I just eat and listen.” 

“Which reminds me—it’s nearly lunchtime,” Frank — 
said, “‘and our stock is nil.” 

“Fear not,” said Chet, He reached into his bulging — 
shirt pockets and produced three sandwiches. “I was 
saving these for coffee break, minus the coffee.” 

The boys stopped near the brook, ate the sandwiches, — 
and had a refreshing drink of cold, clear water. After- 
wards, the Hardys renewed their quest for Rosy. With © 
Chet, they set forth up the mountain trail, giving the 
bear’s cave a wide berth. This time the boys did not 
cross the ridge, deciding instead to search the terrain 1 
south of the trail, 
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‘It was almost dusk when the trio paused to rest near 
patch of wild blackberries, which they ate with zest. 

“We'd better find a good place to camp for the 
ight,” Frank said. 

All three scouted about until Chet came upon a 
naded glen. Alongside it wasa waterfall, which dropped 
1 a foaming arch some ten feet into a deep, gurgling 
ream. 

‘The boys cut branches for a lean-to, had supper of 
jore berries, then settled back to watch for the rosy 
ght in the darkening sky. Because all were weary from 
ie day’s tramp, the young sleuths took turns standing 
atch. Joe’s turn was ten until midnight. He sat with 
is back against a tree, desperately trying to keep his 
yes open until the stroke of twelve. Once his chin bob- 
ed against his chest, and he opened his eyes with a 
art. The night sky seemed brighter. 

“Frank! Chet!” Suddenly the pink light mushroomed 
sto the sky, with a brilliance which made the boys 

“Rosy!” 

“Leapin’ lizards!” Joe exclaimed. “It’s close by!” 
_Excitedly the trio scrambled out of the glen in the 
irection of the light. They crossed the stream and 
limbed to the top of a small knoll, The Hardys and 
thet looked down in amazement at the scene below. 

Out of a depression in the ground issued a stream of 
re. Around it moved the figures of several men, their 
rms silhouetted against the glow. 

“Good griet! What’ll we do?” Chet whispered. 

“Get out of sight!” Frank commanded, “The light’s 
hining on us, too, you know.” 

The boys ducked for cover, raising their heads now 
nd again above the rise to take in the awesome sight. 
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Suddenly the flame diminished and 

“Let's go back,” Frank said, “If we're ee prowl 
ing around here now, we've had it!” ; 

Despite their weariness, the Hardys slept little the 
rest of the night, wondering what the significance of 
their discovery was, Would it give them the solution 
to the mystery they had come to solve? 

AAs toon as dawn tinged the horizon, the trio set off 
again, They advanced over the knoll and looked down 
at the spot where the great flame had been. There 
they saw a charred area, thirty feet in diameter. In 
the centre of it, a black pipe protruded from the ground, 

Chet Morton sniffed. “I smell gas!” , 

“Me, too,” said Joe. 

The same thought dawned on all three boys at the 
same time. A gas well! 

“Jeepers! Why didn’t we think of that!” Joe’s exe 
clamation was punctuated by the sound of nifle-shots, 
Bullets thudded into trees near the boys. i 

“Run for it!” Frank yelled. 

iia he othe tnrmecito Deere 
and another man raced up the knoll. 

“Stop, or we'll shoot!” Shannon ordered. But the 
Hardys and Chet kept going. 

‘They swerved sharply and plunged through a thicket, 
‘Their skin was scratched and their clothes torn by the 
brambles, but the barrier delayed their pursuers. More 
bullets ripped the twigs perilously close to the boys" 
heads, 


“They'll pick up our trail again,” Joe muttered 
“We'd better find a place to hide!” 

“The waterfall!” Frank said, “We can hide behind 
iw” 
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" Reaching the stream, the boys splashed into the water 
ind made their way towards the churning falls. They 
jurst through the curtain of water and stood chest-high 
n the swirling eddies, 
_ “*What’ll we do if they look behind the falls?” Chet 
sked. 
“Duck under,” Joe said, “‘and hold our breath.” 
Just then two dark forms appeared on the other side 
if the opaque watery screen. 
‘ “Down!” Frank commanded. 
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Eac boy sucked in a chestfitl of air and sank beneath | 
the surface. How long could they hold out? All their 
athletic training came into play at this crucial moment. 
Thirty seconds. Forty-five. One minute! Their lungs 
ached for oxygen. 

Frank swam to the rocky wall behind the cascade, 
He had to surface! Coming up slowly, he scanned the 
watery chamber. Chet and Joe appeared at the same 
time. 

“We fooled them!” Joe whispered. ; 

“You think they'll look for us here?” Chet asked. 

The Hardys could not answer with certainty, but 
at least the shadowy shapes could not be seen through 
the tumbling screens of water, 

“Maybe we ought to wait here a while,” Chet sug- 
gested. 

“Not too long,” Frank said, “If Mike Shannon and 
his pal think we've escaped, now’s our chance to turn 
the tables and trail them.” 

“That's right,” Joe agreed, “They might Tead.us ret 
to the baron’s hideout.” 

‘The three sleuths let a few more minutes elapse, anal 
Joe volunteered to be first out of the waterfall hide- 
away. He swam underwater, surfaced, and quickly rel 
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"ported back to the others that Shannon and his crony 
were nowhere in sight. The boys swam out cautiously, 
climbed out of the stream, and wrung the water from 


their clothes, 
it’s a hot day,” said Joe, “Won't take long 


Lucky 
“to dry off.” 

Their field glasses were soggy but not damaged, and 
‘the short-wave, which Joe carried, was protected by a 
waterproof pouch. 

The boys plan was to fan out in order to pick up the 
trail of their erstwhile pursuers, The Hardys’ bird 
whistle would be the signal if anyone came across the 
trail. The trio proceeded, still bearing south. 

_ It was Frank who found the tracks made by the two 
men. Broken twigs and trampled underbrush told him 
that their enemies apparently had made no effort to 
conceal their route. Frank gave the whistle, Joe and 
Chet joined him on the run. 

“Remember,” Frank said, “these men are armed. 
They'll really let us have it if they spot us again, We'll 
trail them, but be careful!” 

__ It took only a short time for the boys to catch sight 
of their quarry. Shannon and his partner were climbing 
over a jagged outcrop on a steep, rocky slope. The 
ground ahead was rough and uneven, and the Hardys 
recalled Lieutenant Murphy's statement about dan- 


_gerous terrain, 
‘The boys waited until the men had disappeared over 
the crest of the hill. 
“Okay,” whispered Frank. “Let’s go.” 
Exercising the utmost stealth, the boys advanced to 
the slope. Loose stones and shale underfoot made the 
ascent difficult, A false step could mean a land- 
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slide, or painful fall, Finally the Hardys and Chet 
qeazlied teliop A Belowiwistallonievelieyeccescita 
a placid stream, Spanning this was a natural bridge of — 
great beauty, resembling a noble arch. ; 

‘The men were just nearing the span, Suddenly they _ 
vanished! 

“They didn’t go under the bridge or round itl” — 
Chet said. : 

Frank and Joe studied the formation through the — 
binoculars. It was obviously composed of limestone, — 
about fifteen feet thick, The left side of the bridge jutted 
out from high ground, then curved gracefully to the 
right, down amid a jumble of boulders at the level of 
the brook about seven yards from the shore. 

Crawling from bush to bush, the boys drew closer to 
the bridge. Frank stopped to study it again with the — 
field glasses. Now he saw that in the centre of the arch — 
on the underside, there was an opening the size of a 
manhole, through which water dripped into the stream. 
below. 

“Chet, you stand as a lookout,” Frank said, “while 
‘Joe and I scout around the bridge. These crooks must 
have a hideout nearby. If you see anyone coming, give — 
the bird whistle.” 

Ghet concealed himself behind a thicket, while the 
Hardys darted from bush to tree as they moved towards 
the lower side of the natural bridge. There they ex- 
amined the crevices among the boulders, but did not _ 
find an opening. % 

Since there was no warning from Chet, Frank and — 
Joe boldly struck across the shallow water and climbed 
the slope to the top of the bridge, Carefully they walked 
on to the flat surface, 
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“Look at this.” Joe pointed to a small trickle of water 
which seemingly vanished into a small hole in the rock, 
“That explains it!” 

“Explains what?” 

“The water coming out of that hole underneath,” 
Frank replied. He reasoned that the tiny rivulet, over 
thousands and thousands of years, had cut into the 
limestone bridge and gouged its way out underneath, 

‘Joe snapped his fingers. “Frank!” he said quietly. 

“Do you suppose this whole bridge could be hollowed 
‘out by water erosion?” 

_ Frank shrugged. “Could very well be,” 

The boys returned to Chet and told him what they 
had found. 

___ “What a great tourist attraction!” Chet declared. 
“Boy, I'd like to have the concession for a lemonade 
and hot-dog stand!” 

“No doubt.” Joe groaned. “Chet, you would have 
to talk about food when we haven’t a crumb to eat!” 
“Cut the chatter,” Frank warned. “Those crooks 
might be listening to us right now.” In low tones he 
urged that they scour every inch of the ground around 
the natural bridge, ‘Mike and the other man didn’t 
just vanish by magic!” 
It took until late afternoon before Joe stumbled upon 
a clue. He noted that a number of branches had been 
freshly cut from a willow tree. 

” “You think they were used for camouflage, Frank?” 
Joe asked. 

7 «That's my guess,” Frank said, “They’re hiding 
something.” 

_ “Come on, We’ve got to find it,” Joe said excitedly, 

| The rays of the sinking sun were filtering through 


146 THE MYSTERY OF THE SPIRAL BRIDGE 

the treetops, casting an oblique light on the forest floor. 
It was then that a glint caught the searcher’s eyes, It 
showed through what appeared to be a thicket, but on 
closer examination the Hardys found a cleverly rigged 
bower of willow boughs. 

Tensely the boys parted the greenery and peered — 
into the depths. The glint shone from the steering wheel of 
a jeep! “The same jeep we saw coming from Boonton!” 
‘Joe exclaimed. 

The boys found that the vehicle bore a licence num- 
ber, but otherwise no identification. The Hardys, how- 
ever, noted that the hiding place was close to the right- 
hand base of the natural bridge, with the car facing 
the rock pile, 

The trio posted themselves near the camouflage for 
an hour, but nobody appeared. Soon it began to grow 
dark and the boys retreated downstream to observe the 
bridge. As darkness fell, Chet suddenly pointed to the 
underside of the span. “Frank! Joe!” he said excitedly. 
“There’s a light coming from that hole!” 

“Somebody's inside!” Frank turned to his brother, — 
“Joe, your guess about erosion really hit the mark! The — 
bridge itself is the gang’s hideout!” 

But how to get inside? Frank finally came up with a 
plan, “There must be an opening among those boulders. 
Joe, you and Chet look again. I’ll stand guard here,’ 

Joe left the binoculars, a torch, and the radio with 
Frank. Also the nylon rope, which he had carried 
looped from his belt, 

‘The light from the rising full moon helped to guide 
Chet and Joe to the other side of the brook and the 
rocky base of the arch. 

This time even the surface of each boulder was ex- 
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amined carefully. One after another proved to be hard 
_and firm, with no hint of a possible crevice entrance- 
way. 

} Chet beckoned excitedly to Joe, who scram- 
bled over, 

“Look!” Chet whispered, He pointed to a yawning 
hole near the bottom of a huge boulder. “I can just 
squeeze through it!” 

__ Joe put his ear to the opening. The sound of men’s 
voices echoed dimly from inside. 

“Let's get Frank!” Chet whispered. 

“Wait,” Joe whispered. “If we can case this layout, 
it'll be a big help to the police.” 

Reluctantly Chet agreed. “Lead on,” he said, with 
a resigned sigh. 

‘The narrow opening quickly gave way to a tunnel 

which was head high. Joe and Chet stood up and 
listened, When their eyes became accustomed to the 
dimness, the boys felt their way upwards along what 
proved to be a series of looping curves. 
A thought struck Joe. “Sure!” he said aloud. “This 
passage is like a spiral! That explains the helix pass- 
word, Dad must have discovered this natural bridge 
just before he was captured!” 

Chet opened his mouth to reply, but never did. Sud- 
denly two men sprang towards them from tall niches 
on either side of the rock wall. 

‘Joe and Chet, caught off balance, struggled violently, 
but in vain. Ropes bound their arms to their sides and 
they were pushed roughly along through the spiral 
interior. Here and there, kerosene lanterns, fastened to 
the wall, lighted the sinister faces of their captors. 
Neither was familiar to the boys. “We got you pests 
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for good this time!” snarled one. “Your luck’s run out.” 

“It sure has, Pete,” the other chortled. 

By now they were at the top of the arch where the 
tunnel levelled off. The captive sleuths were shunted 
into a small side chamber, carved out of solid rock. The 
light from several lanterns showed the place to be a 
veritable arsenal, with weapons of all types hanging on 
the walls, and around a rough hewn-table in the centre 
sat four men—the same men who had been riding in 
the jeep the other day. «<i 

Another man, tall and gaunt-faced, stood lounging 
in the shadows against the far wall. When he came for- — 
ward into the light, Joe’s jaw dropped and he stared at 1 
the man in utter disbelief. 

“Mortimer Prince!” The vagrant Frank and Joe 
had met in New York! ; 

As Joe watched, half-dazed, Mortimer Prince moved — 
to the head of the table and sat down. The thug called — 
Pete stepped up and addressed him with an air of great ; 
self-satisfaction, 

“‘We got the Hardy boys. What’ll we do with them, — 
Baron?” j 

! 
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| Jor blinked in astonishment. Mortimer Prince was the 
baron! The gang leader rose from the table, his face 
"contorted in fury. 
“Fools!” Prince stormed at the two henchmen, “You 
only got Joe Hardy. This fat boy is not Frank!” 
Pete looked frightened. “Ferd and I thought we had 
em both.” He pointed to Chet. “You sure he ain’t 
Frank Hardy?” 

“I know the Hardys!” the baron shouted. “Get going 
and nab Frank!” 

Ferd and Pete scurried out of the rock-hewn chamber. 
In an undertone, Joe rapidly told Chet that the baron 
was the tramp that he and Frank had encountered in 
Manhattan. “Shut up, you two!” the baron ordered. 

“Who are you, anyway?" Joe asked boldly, “And 
what kind of racket are you up to?” 

“Never mind. It’s enough for you to know that I’ve 
outsmarted Fenton Hardy and his sons!” 

“You're the one who nearly killed my father!” Joe 
said angrily. “Why?” 

The baron’s eyes held a cruel glint. “That old man 
of yours sent me up the river twice!” 

One of Prince’s henchmen said menacingly, “Nobody 
can do that to the baron, It means curtains!” 
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Chet went white as a sheet, and Joe felt a tingle of 
fear up his spine. If Frank could only get away! Mean- 
while, Joe decided to try stalling for time, 

“Those ex-cons working for you now,” he said, 
“aren't following your orders to sabotage the road con- 
struction just for laughs.” 

“That's right.” The baron was obviously pleased 
with himself. “Once you and your nosey pals are out of 
the way, I’ll put kibosh on Prito’s job permanently.” 

Chet found his voice, ‘‘You’ll never get away with 
it” 

“Haha! listen to fatso!’” came Mike Shannon’s — 
sneering voice as he entered, “This time you punks are 
all washed up.” 

Joe ignored him and shot another question at the 
baron. ‘Are you trying to prevent the road from being 
built because of those natural gas wells?” ) 

§ 


A mocking expression crossed the baron’s face. He 
bragged that one of his men had found the gas deposit 
by accident. Now the baron was scheming to buy the — 
land at a ridiculously low price. ‘ 

“Meantime,” he added gloatingly, “I have a pipe 
down there with a valve on it, When we light the gas 
at night, it scares the devil out of people around 
here—keeps ’em from snooping.” 

Joe queried him about the explosion the boys had 
heard after seeing Rosy, The baron smirked. “That 
was because of faulty ignition,”” He went on to say that 
the new county road would bring too much traffic near 
the gang’s unique hiding place in the spiral bridge, He 
was determined that the road construction would not 
be completed until he had secured the land for the gas 
deposit. 
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‘The boys learned from the baron how Willy Teeple 
had been forced to work for the gang. “I just remind 
Willy that if he squeals on us, his father will get the 
same treatment as Fenton Hardy.” 

_ The baron went on to describe the detectives’ cap- 
ture, He had been waylaid by several of the gang near 
the gas well, whe:e his scorched briefcase had been 
found later by the baron, 

_ “After that everything was simple,” Prince said 
smugly. “We put Hardy in our special dungeon here. 
Foolishly he tried to break loose but we—er—discour- 
aged him.” 

Joe clenched his fists. “‘He still managed to escape 
from you rats!”” 

“He must have pulled a Houdini act.” The baron 

. “But he’s through as a detective.” 

“Baron,” Joe said, “you should give up. You're a 
two-time loser, Next time you'll go to prison for life.” 

“There won’t be any next time,” said the baron. “By 
the way, I intend to spring Monk Smith after we take 
care of you kids!" 

‘The other men guffawed. “‘We’ll bury the evidence, 
won't we, Baron?” one said with a meaningful look at 
the captives. 

At that moment, Frank Hardy was busy eluding the 
two henchmen, Pete and Ferd, He had seen them 
‘emerge from the boulder entrance, and surmised that 
Joe and Chet were in the hands of the criminals. Frank 
had quickly hit upon a plan. 

As the two men ranged farther from the bridge, 
Frank crept up to the camouflaged jeep. On the floor 
‘he found a toolbox and took out a stout screw driver 
and a small sledge hammer. Next he opened the hood 
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and, groping in the darkness, finally managed to jump 
the wires to the ignition. The engine turned over and 
chugged to life, 

Carrying the tools, Frank scrambled with desperate _ 
speed on to the top of the stone bridge directly over the 
hole underneath. He found a small fissure into which 
he inserted the screw driver, and tamped it as quietly 
as he could into the soft limestone rock. 

Then the young sleuth tied one end of the nylon rope 
around the makeshift piton. The other end he secured 
tightly to his belt. 

“This is my only chance,” Frank thought, his heart 
pounding. 

He grasped the rope tightly and let himself down to- 
wards the underside of the arch. Now came the crucial 
moment. He pushed hard against the rock with his — 
feet, at the same time paying out ten feet of rope, The 
result produced a pendulum motion. 

‘Swinging back and forth, Frank aimed for the hole. 
Could he make it? Twice his feet missed the opening — 
by inches. On the third try Frank succeeded, and with 
ajack-knife movement, pulled himselfup into the bridge, 

Exhausted, Frank flopped on to the stony floor, But 
a moment later he untied the rope from his belt and 
weighted the end with a heavy stone. Frank set forth 
through the passageway, dimly lighted by paraffin 
lanterns on the wall. § 

Although his main concern was whether or not his 
decoy trick with the jeep would work, Frank noted the 
spiral shape of the corridor. The helix sign flashed 
through his mind just as a voice echoed hoarsely down 
the passage, “Hey, the jeep's runnin’!” someone yelled. 

Frank crouched in a deep rocky niche and heard 
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_ heavy footsteps pounding on the stone floor. When he 
was certain the men had gone outside, Frank proceeded 
_ until he came to a side chamber hollowed from the rock. 
Inside he saw Chet and Joe, 
“Frank!” Joe exclaimed. “How'd you get here— 
_ what—” 
“Tell you later. Hurry!” 

Their arms still bound to their sides, Chet and Joe 
followed Frank to the hole in the bridge. Frank whipped 
out his knife, cut their bonds and whispered. ‘'The 
fireworks should start any minute, When they do, we'll 
"slide down the rope and drop into the stream.” 

No sooner had he spoken than a volley of shots filled 
the air. “They’re firing at the jeep. They think some- 
‘one’s trying to steal it. Come on!” 

Chet was first down the rope, Joe next, then Frank. 
They slipped into the stream and swam quickly to cover 
on the far bank. They could see flashlights winking on 
and off in the woods like fireflies, and then, abruptly, 
the gunfire ceased, 

The silence that ensued was almost uncanny, Caut- 
iously the Hardys and Chet crept from concealment 
towards the flickering lights. The scene that met their 
‘eyes made them gasp in amazed relief and joy. 

Held at bay by a force of law officers, mostly State 
Police, were the baron’s men! Accompanying the 
police were Tony, Willy Teeple, and Robert Angan, 
the foreman, 

“The baron got away—disappeared!” Tony shouted 
upon seeing his three pals. 

_ Frank pointed to the stone bridge. ‘He's probably 
inside.” 
A tear-gas bomb was lobbed through the hole. Soon 
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the baron, choking and begging for mercy, staggered 
into view, 

The Hardys and their pals clapped one another on 
the back and exchanged stories. “Tony, how did you 
and the posse find this hideout?” asked Frank, : 

“J just couldn’t stay put when I suspected you fellows 
were in danger. Besides, I feel okay now.” Tony ex- 
plained that he had spotted Willy Teeple in town and 
pleaded with him, for the Hardys’ sakes, to reveal 
what he knew about the gang. The two boys then had 
persuaded the Boonton police to round up a search 
force. 

First, the lawmen had gone to the road construction 
site, where members of the gang, including Bond Dee- 
mer, were placed under arrest. 

“We got here just in time to hear the shooting,” 
Tony said. 

Standing among the captured gangsters was the bell- 
man from the Eagle Hotel. He readily admitted caves- 
dropping on the boys and hitting Tony. The Hardys 
and Chet related to the police what the baron had told 
them of his activities. Lieutenant Murphy stepped for~ : 
ward and praised the boys for their clever sleuthing, 

“You've made a big catch,” he added, indicating 
the baron. “That's really Gerald Thurston, master of 
disguises! He was the ‘cousin’ who had visited Yancy 
in the hospital.” | 

Joe whistled, “I'll say! Intern, ere and 
tramp!” j 

“Thalten glared balefully at the Hardys but said 
nothing. Frank, Joe, Chet, and Tony were also con- 
gratulated by Angan. “The road crew owes you a lot,” 
he said gratefully, and Willy agreed vigorously. 
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The next day the boys flew back to Bayport. When 
Frank and Joe reached home they found their father 
resting in his room. 

“Dad!” said Joc, “It's great to see you looking 
better!” 

“Terrific job, fellows!” Mr Hardy said. 

Frank beamed, ‘Thanks, I’m glad we could solve 
the case for you. But we're still puzzled about a few 

inire.”? 


_ The boys took seats near Mr Hardy’s bed and the 
detective told his story. Before setting out for Kentucky, 
he had pulled two cards and dossiers from his files, 
Matlack’s and Thurston’s, When the baron had found 
Mr Hardy’s briefcase, he discovered the records inside, 
He had promptly flown to Bayport, gone to Radley’s 
home and stolen Matlack’s card, knowing that Frank 
and Joe would check their father’s duplicate file. Mr 
Hardy smiled at his sons. 

“When your pursuit of Matlack ended in the grave- 
yard,” he said, “Thurston figured you'd be discouraged 
and give up the case.” 

“Hey!” exclaimed Frank, “Now I get it!” He hurried 
into his fathers’ study and opened the files to the Ts, 
Thurston’s card was gone, and there was a memoran- 
dum saying, “I suspect Matlack or Thurston but because 
of his method I think Thurston is our man.” 

Frank burst into his father’s room, waving the card, 
“Dad, what a terrific deduction!” 

Mr Hardy explained that Thurston had written him 
shreatening letters while in prison. “When he was re- 
leased, I suspected he'd make trouble for me if he ever 
had a chance.” 

“He sure did!” Joe said grimly. 
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Frank asked how his father had escaped from the 
dungeon in the spiral bridge. 

“Willy Teeple helped me at great risk to himself,” 
said the detective. “One day the gang left Willy as 
lookout at the bridge. He unlocked my handcuffs and 
assisted me to the road, where Mr Teeple gave me a 
ride to Boonton. Willy put the handcuffs on again so 
that the baron would not suspect him of defecting.” 


Frank and Joe, pleased that the mystery was solved, — 


wondered if another as exciting would come their way. 
They were soon to find out when faced with the chal- 
lenging Clue of the Screeching Owl. 

At this point, footsteps were heard on the stairs and 
into the room trooped Mr Prito with Tony, Chet, Biff, 
and Phil 

Everyone cheered when Mr Prito announced that 
since the Kentucky wilderness would be opened up by 
the completion of his road project, plans had been made 


to develop the natural bridge as a main touristattraction — 


of the proposed park. 

Joe grinned. “You still going to open up a hot-dog 
stand down there, Chet?” 

The chunky boy groaned. “No more spiral bridges 
for me. I'm going to stick to something safe, like shot- 
putting!” 


ee ae? 
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